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DIALOGUE: A journal of Mormon Thought

is an independent national quarterly
established to express Mormon culture
and examine the relevance of religion
to secular life. It is edited by
Latter-day Saints who wish to bring
thewr faith into dialogue with

human experience as a whole and to
Joster artistic and scholarly
achievement based on their cultural
heritage. The Journal encourages a
variety of viewpoints; although every
effort 1s made to insure

accurate scholarship and responsible
Judgment, the views expressed are
those of the individual authors and are

not necessarily those of the
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Letters to the Editors

Dear Sirs:

This is to acknowledge with gratitude the
receipt of your letter of December 6. The
honor accorded me* I consider a great one
indeed, the more so as I reflect on the many
worthy writings to appear in Dialogue dur-
ing the past year. I appreciate the intent
of the Dialogue prizes, and assure you that
the recognition accorded me at this time is
encouraging and sustaining.

As I look back over the first six years of
the publication of Dialogue I am astonished
at the magnitude of the accomplishment.
The ups and downs of the journal I know
only in a general way, but I know full well
the sacrificial dedication that is behind such
an accomplishment. I pay tribute to all
those with both the vision and the perse-
verance to pull it off. And I might add that
Dialogue has meant a great deal to me per-
sonally, who am not a member of the LDS
community. In part because of this journal
1 have developed a deep appreciation and
compassion for that community, its tradi-
tions, hopes, and perplexities. May Dialogue
continue, as it has begun, in the mode of
sensitive service to fellows which is such a
meaningful part of the Mormon Way.

Robert Flanders

Department of History
Southwest Missouri State College
Springfield, Missouri

*First prize for Social Literature in the
Third Annual Dialogue Prizes Competi-
tion.

Dear Sir:

There are few stranger commentaries on
the tragic idealism of many Mormons than
these few lines from a letter of Whittaker
Chambers, dated January 1956:

About half the packages that reach this
house remain unopened because, after a

while, I got tired of finding that they al-
most always contained the Book of Mor-
mon. So we have all taken just to filing
them anywhere. “Another Book of Mor-
mon for you,” Esther will say. “Aren’t
you going to open it?”

(Recently published in Odyssey of a
Friend: the letters of Whittaker Chambers
to William F. Buckley Jr., p. 118) I can't
help wondering how many other “great
Americans” have been so deluged.

Carl E. Pletsch
Chicago, Illinois

Dear Sirs:

I've been away to Southeast Asia for a
year and have gotten behind in my sub-
scription. I desire to have this subscription
begin with Vol. VI, No. 1. The way I hear
it you folks are a little behind in getting
the issues out, but never mind, give me
what you've got beginning with Vol. VI
I hope this tardiness in publishing the is-
sues does not indicate that Dialogue is in
trouble and about to fold. Dialogue has
been an important part of my life for these
past 5 years. In fact many of the articles
have been inspiring, testimony building and
influencing. A few of the articles have been
influential enough to change my pattern of
living for the better. Of all the tools that
I use to deepen my faith, Dialogue ranks
fairly high; higher even than Sacrament
Meeting. I eagerly consume each issue and
savor each piece of meat that gives me
strength. Did you ever wonder if your jour-
nal was having any effect on anyone, ful-
filling a need? Well, it is. I suppose there
are many like me who consider Dialogue
a boon, an important aspect of their lives.
So, thank you for your efforts — may your
good work continue.

Steve Orton
Goldsboro, N.C.



Dear Sirs:

Your journal is far from some trash that's
expendable.

The joys we've received from the reading
stupendable.

Discussions of plight with financing
commendable

And our continuous subscription has not
been pretendable.

But your mailings of late are plain
undependable

Causing us to guess our subscriptions
expendable.

Numbers three and four of Vol. five came
on time.

And the contents of each was with taste and
sublime.

Your flyer on women expectations refine

And we knew that the quality would
continue its climb.

Our vigil for six (one and two) still takes
time

And we hope we weren’t slighted by outright
design.

Alas all our neighbors have now been alerted

On women in church from the home fires
diverted.

But we in our ignorance overlooked and now
slighted

Cannot argue cause with no knowledge
provided.

The fashionable stands have for us been
diverted

And we're left to guess — were the ladies
perverted?

Look over your records and they’ll assuredly
show

Our check you received, cashed and put in
the flow.

The gal in the mail room surely won’t have
to go

Just because she missed us two issues in a
row.

So fix up the problem and send us some mo

Of that original Gospel to help make us

grow.
Richard and Janice Keeler

Logan, Utah

Dear Sirs:

As a Relief Society president, let me ex-
press my thanks and pleasure in your wo-
men’s issue. It was used as a substitute when
the social relations teacher became ill mo-
ments before a lesson and was resource ma-

terial for a delightful skit honoring the first
women’s lib organized in 1842 by Joseph
Smith.

Personally I appreciated seeing the Mor-
mon woman as I seem to see her today —
complex because of the variety of demands
made on her in world wide communities,
and various because of the many new con-
verts with such different backgrounds. The
gentle humor invited a spirit and perspec-
tive of acceptance for individuality, and
some of my sisters needed to feel a certain
self-respect and enthusiasm which had been
lacking in their church contacts before but
was found in the expressions of other de-
vout Mormon women.

Afton B. Smith
Wilmette, Illinois

ON MOTHERHOOD AND APPLE PIE

My heart leaps up, for I'm a Hausfrau,
And though they rarely heed me,
My children don’t need Elliott Landau

For me-to know they need me.

It's true at times the cold and pinworm
Raise my feminist hackles,

And when I groan beneath a frizzed perm,
I curse at women'’s shackles.

But time has made me skeptical
Of Friedan’s siren creed,

That calls me a receptacle
Condemned to slave and breed.

For editors may sweetly scorn
Attempts to poetize,

But I've yet to see the child be born
Who scoffs at apple pies.

Kathryn Robbins Ashworth
Madrid, Spain

Dear Sirs:

We appreciate very much the outstanding
contribution which Dialogue has made to
the Church in general and to our lives in
particular. It’s the only journal which I
read cover to cover, and my wife was so
captivated and excited about your recent
woman’s issue I may never see it again.
She wants to know when more such issues
will appear.

Dee F. Green
Asst. Prof. of Anthropology
Weber State College



Dear Sirs:

I opened and read your issue on women
with a great sense of anticipation and ex-
citement. As I read through it, however,
my anticipation turned to disappointment
and my excitement became muted to a few
brief exclamations about certain good por-
tions. I was disappointed I suspect because
I was expecting so much more.

I am a single male, 25 years old, who is
both deeply committed to the doctrinal af-
firmations of Mormonism and committed to
women’s liberation. I would like to raise the
following problems and questions with the
women who wrote and edited the issue in
an attempt to carry on a hopefully fruitful
dialogue about women in Mormonism.

One gets the idea from the introduction
that you planned to explore the many facets
of Mormon womanhood. The issue, how-
ever, does not do that. There are several
hidden biases in the material which repre-
sent a continuing cultural attachment to the
past, and which belie the attempt to come
to terms with the multitude of styles pos-
sible for Mormon women.

Perhaps the most pervasive of these biases
is the bias in favor of the pattern of a wo-
man with a family and a career and against
the unmarried career girl or the marriage
with no children. This bias was acknowl-
edged by Mrs. Bushman in her introduction
but it also appeared in one form or another
in four of the articles and all five of the
“short sketches.”

Let me suggest that Mormon women who
pursue careers have not yet escaped from
feelings of guilt, defensiveness and depres-
sion. This is tragic for it robs a person
of creative energy and it dissipates talents
and strength. Frustrated because they are
not what the Mormon culture says that they
should be, such women forget to be who
they are. What your issue subconsciously
does is reinforce your own “middle ground”
operating model by projecting it as the

model by which to handle the family-career
tension. Such reinforcement may be good
for you, but what of those who do not want
that option and the negative valuation you
have given to their hopes, desires and fu-
tures?

A second and perhaps more serious idea
which pervades the articles in this issue is
a sentiment best summarized by a statement
in the Introduction:

While doctrinally it is perfectly clear
that wives should support their hus-
bands, indeed are pledged to them as
their husbands are pledged to the Lord,
and that having children and lots of
children is a good rather than a bad
thing, we question whether these prior-
ities preclude other varieties of be-
havior.

It is in times like these that Mrs. Bush-
man’s passion for “an orthodox gospel
framework” leads her astray. I am prepared
to suggest that what Mrs. Bushman and the
rest of the writers in this issue seem to think
is “doctrinally perfectly clear” is really not
that clear at all, and that while for some
those priorities may be good, for others they
may be tragic, and that to suggest that what
one person finds in the gospel is in all cases
what others should find there is spiritually
saddening and theologically untrue.

The penchant for autobiography in this
issue led to a lack of systematic analysis on
the problem of women in Mormonism in
general. Only after this is done can we
begin to affirm each woman as something
unique and precious. Until then we will
continue to condemn those who are “out-
side the camp” to the marginal wasteland
of unfulfilled and insecure lives. In the
apparent absence of any systematic approach
to this problem in the special women’s is-
sue, I here offer a possible approach to the
matter.

One of our central doctrinal tenets is
that of the eternal nature of the individual.
Each of us has always existed as distinct,
free beings capable of growth and develop-
ment. What marks each of us as different
is a particular set of talents, abilities and
intellectual assets. Furthermore, we affirm
that it is our task to actualize the full meas-
ure of our potential; to make use of all of
our particular set of talents, for as we do
we become closer to achieving the status of
gods ourselves. Only as we fully become
ourselves, growing and developing to the



fullest are we on the way to becoming the
kind of beings we can be — gods.

What I am saying is that given the Mor-
mon affirmations about man’s eternity, in-
dividuality and freedom, it becomes possible
to affirm the liberation of women and men
from the stereotyping that too often de-
stroys the power, creativity and I think real
beauty of some women. Given the funda-
mental assumptions about individual abili-
ties and talents it becomes entirely possible
to say that for some women the raising of
five children would be to hide their talents
under a basket, to refuse to let their own
light shine forth, and in the end to deprive
themselves of the fullest measure of self-
development.

We must not continue to shackle our
brothers and sisters with cultural models
which prevent them from being themselves
in loving, trusting community with all of
us. We must not seek to impose our cul-
ture on others. If we really mean what we
say when we affirm with our deepest con-
victions that the life and resurrection of
Jesus are for all men, we cannot allow the
spirit of that witness to be imprisoned by
social and cultural factors that prevent our
true growth and development.

This type of stereotyping occurs in many
ways, but let me address myself to the idea
that “a woman’'s place is to support her
husband.” Isn’t it just as true that a man’s
role is to support his wife? Too often this
idea is used only to support a dependence-
dominance marital relationship in either a
blatant or subtle form; while such a set of
roles may be good for some, for others it
may be wrong. To say simply that a woman
is pledged to her husband as he is to the
Lord is to ignore the equally beautiful if
often unarticulated idea that the man is
pledged to the woman as they both are to
the Lord.

It seems to me that the only explicit
authority a man has that a woman does
not is the authority to perform certain des-
ignated religious duties, eg. sacrament,
blessings, healings. I would strongly suggest
that none of this necessarily applies to the
day to day task of sharing a life together.
Furthermore, I am prepared to suggest that
in a temple marriage the woman joins the
man to receive his priesthood power in
running a marriage. I have seen the priest-
hood at work in many lives and will bear
testimony to it as firmly as the next man,
but I have also seen the power of the Spirit

at work in the lives of many sensitive, artic-
ulate young women whose witness and
strength is as great as any I know.

Let all of us, men and women alike, seek
out in prayer and fasting the answers for
our own lives; but let them be our an-
swers and not those of the culture around
us. Let us walk in fear and trembling; but
let us be sure that we walk thusly before
the Lord and not before social norms. If
we love one another as He has loved us
we will not seek to oppress, but to liberate,
to draw from all their talents, not ours;
and finally to trust each other because of
our shared faith and not because of our
shared culture.

Richard Sherlock
Cambridge, Mass.

CINQUAIN

women
obedient, believing
relieving, refraining, sustaining
safely sealed in
women
Lily Shults
Tempe, Arizona

Ms. Bushman and Ms. Ulrich respond:

How ironic that I should be called upon
to defend traditional marriage, hearth and
home when it was to escape the limitations
of those institutions that I first became in-
volved in the woman question. However,
there is much to defend. What is mistak-
enly referred to as a “hidden bias,” a prej-
udice in favor of marriage, children and
career, is actually my platform, and I stand
on it.

It is not good for man to be alone or for
woman either. A couple choosing to re-
main childless cut themselves off from that
great chain of linked beings stretching
through eternal life. The career girls I
know are less interested in justification than
in being found by the right man.

The questioned woman-man-God relation-
ship is explicitly stated in the temple cere-
mony and the Doctrine and Covenants. To
toss these out because they are culturally
shackling is to part with so much gospel
teaching as to make the remainder mean-
ingless. In the temple women promise to
obey their husbands as their husbands obey
the Lord. This relationship is a given, but



the statement is only the beginning of nego-
tiation and rationalization.

The obedience clause is an administrative
device to make married partners a single
unit, and not license to command. We all
know that priesthood authority is to be
exercised only by patience and long suffer-
ing, and that a man’s authority over a
woman gives him the opportunity not to
order her about but to protect and serve
her. Husbands who browbeat their wives
will soon have the wives they deserve and
will be accompanied to heaven by eternal
millstones, regretting their endurance to the
end. In a good marriage a man will try to
make his wife happy she signed on for the
job. Indeed, to make any marriage worth
preserving eternally requires endless sensi-
tivity and support of both partners. But
despite the labor, my observations suggest
that a good L.D.S. marriage gives the best
hope for a little peace and pleasure in this
vale of tears.

The other view of a liberated marriage,
free from stereotyping structures, uniting two
equals free to develop the unique talents,
abilities and intellectual assets with which
each has been blessed is very attractive. But
based on The Way Things Should Be rather
than any scriptural suggestion or historical
precedent, it is neither Mormon nor Chris-
tian. It is also short lived. When two in-
dividuals are bent on realizing their natural
potential untrammelled, the relationship is
likely to founder on who takes out the
garbage.

Most Church members will fall into mar-
riage of some kind, and rather than worry-
ing about self-development, they would be
well advised to prepare for a life of duty
and sacrifice. Before they set themselves up
as beacons to the world, they could work
on diligence, self-control, and cheerfulness,
lesser ambitions perhaps, but the sturdy
foundation that make genuine accomplish-
ment possible.

Exposure to women’s lib radicalizes some
women; others, like me, become more con-
servative. The reasons range from long years
of socializing into my traditional role and
fear of competing in the real world to
glimpses of the ever after and a rather at-
tractive family. I see the same life as the
most important; the rest is frosting.

Claudia L. Bushman

I confess that I opened Richard Sher-
lock’s letter with anticipation and excite-

ment. He promised to perform a feat which
several of our authors attempted and gave
up — to reconcile Mormon doctrine and
women’s liberation. But, despite a few good
portions which merit exclamation, his piece
failed to come to terms with the problem.
Though I am suspicious about the depth
of his knowledge of Mormonism, I am will-
ing to concede that given ten more pages
he might define the difference between “cul-
ture” and “doctrine” and successfully as-
sign Temple vows, scriptures, and Latter-day
pronouncements on the primacy of mar-
riage to the former, but what really con-
cerns me is the depth of his commitment
to women’s lib. I cannot believe it is as

thoroughgoing as he claims.

His comment on the priesthood reveals a
clear though perhaps subconscious bias. He
maintains that it gives a man very little more
than a woman, just “the authority to per-
form certain designated religious duties.”
But if .the ability to perform those very
duties is the talent a particular woman is
born with then a male priesthood denies
her the right to fulfill her potential as a
distinct free being. How can an intelligent
and liberal Mormon male proclaim the right
of a woman to be President yet deny her
the right to be bishop?

The second rent in his position is less
obvious, but to anyone sensitive to the sub-
tleties of male chauvinism it is readily ap-
parent. He says that for some women rais-
ing children “would be to hide their talent
under a basket, and in the end deprive
themselves of the fullest measure of self-
development.” The assumption is an old
one, that for women marriage and children
preclude the development of other talents.
Its sexist orientation is obvious if the state-
ment is reworded: “For some men raising
children would be to hide their talents un-
der a basket and refuse to let their own
light shine forth.” The true liberationist is
looking for a world in which no one is pe-
nalized professionally by having children.

Maybe I misunderstand Mr. Sherlock’s
position here. Maybe what he is really de-



fending is the right of both men and wo-
men to remain single if they so choose.
In this regard single men are certainly more
discriminated against than women, who can
always plead that no worthy male asked
them. A single man is presumed to have
the initiative. But this is another question
entirely and one that (fortunately) nobody
has asked me to respond to.

While I am unsatisfied with Mr. Sher-
lock’s analysis, I am glad that he attempted
it. He is quite right when he says that we
did not succeed in exploring all the facets
of Mormon womanhood. He is the second
person to charge us with giving undue em-
phasis to our own “middle” position. The
other critic felt, however, that it was the
homemaker and the obedient, unsung church
worker who had been slighted. We urge
more readers to respond. At this point we
would sooner be corrected than congratu-
lated.

Laurel T. Ulrich

Dear Sirs:

Leland A. Fetzer in “Tolstoy and Mor-
monism,” Dialogue, 6 (Spring, 1971), is in
error in his identification of George Kennan
as the father of George F. Kennan, the
American diplomat, authority on Russia,
and architect of the policy of containment.
Actually, the elder Kennan was a cousin of
the diplomat’s grandfather. (George F. Ken-
nan, Memoirs, 1925-1950, pp. 8-9.)

Thomas G. Alexander

Associate Professor of
History

Brigham Young University

Dear Sirs:

First let me say how much our family
enjoys reading Dialogue. 1 hope the delay
in receiving it is merely indicative of busy
editors and not financial woes that fore-
shadow its demise.

Now I would like to comment briefly
about the point of view expressed by Robert
A. Rees in his review of The Trial of the
Catonsville Nine (Winter 1970). While I
appreciate his sympathy with the Berrigans
and similar protestors and practitioners of
civil disobedience, 1 also see another side
of that coin — the deterioration of order
and the development of anarchy. This might
well introduce an authoritarianism un-
dreamed of in this country.

The proper balance of freedom and au-
thority is an elusive goal sought by man
throughout the ages. No formula has been
devised that can end the quest. If I be-
lieve it correct for me to disobey those laws
which I believe to be unjust, how can I
deny that same right to every other man?
If a pornographer believes any form of cen-
sorship is unjust why should he obey those
laws? If toplessness or bottomlessness is
freedom of expression and protected by the
the First Amendment why should the tavern
operator obey laws against such expressions?
If not paying taxes to support national de-
fense is justifiable because of conscience why
is it not equally justifiable to not pay taxes
for support of welfare because of conscience?

Mr. Rees noted that Thoreau, Gandhi,
King, and Joseph Smith would have under-
stood the act of the Berrigans. That may
be so, but we must also admit that Joseph
Smith could not understand and sympathize
with those who opened an unfriendly press
in Nauvoo. He exercised force to remove it
and without due process of law.

In his Farewell Address George Washing-
ton said, “The very idea of the power and
the right of the people to establish govern-
ment presupposes the duty or every individ-
ual to obey the established government.” In
the Declaration of Independence Jefferson
wrote concerning governments established
by the consent of the governed “that when-
ever a government becomes destructive of
these ends it is the right of the people to
alter or abolish it.”

I wish there was an easy answer to the
complex problem but unfortunately there is
not. The fabric which binds this society
together is fragile indeed, and if each of
us becomes a devotee of civil disobedience
to each law we find unjust, I fear for the
survival of our system. Imperfect as it may
be, it is a far cry from the fascistic system
that could replace it when people despairing
over chaos turn to an authoritarian savior.

A. M. Rich
Portland, Oregon

Mr. Rees responds:

It was precisely because I felt that too
many of us have lost sight of the tension
that exists between obedience to govern-
ment (your Washington quotation) and
obedience to conscience (your Jefferson quo-
tation) that I emphasized what I saw as
the moral courage of the Berrigan brothers.



(This tension is also evident in D&C 134:4-6.)
You are right in calling this a complex
problem; I was trying to show that com-
plexity by underscoring the moral dilemma
faced by those at Catonsville as well as by,
among others, Joseph Smith and the polyg-
amists. We need to remember that at times
even prophets have chosen to disobey the
law (as Omer Dean Nelson illustrates in
another letter in this section). Obviously,
this is not a license for civil disobedience.
Anyone who makes such a decision should
do so only after long and thoughtful con-
sideration (and perhaps prayer), as did the
Berrigans.

Dear Sirs:

I regret that the editors of Dialogue did
not give me the space to reply in tandem
to the comment by Robert Smith (Spring
1971) on my review essay on the New English
Bible (Winter 1970), for I wanted to both
thank Smith for his interest in my view of
the NEB (my cavalier epistemology, he calls
it) and reply to his criticisms in the same
genial tone with which he makes them.

As concurring “lovers” of Bible litera-
ture, we really have no quarrel, except that
Smith’s love is dependent on the ‘“accuracy”
of the text (noble and impossible goal!) and
mine on the way it affects a person (vague
and full of hope as that position might be).
That Smith wishes to argue the preferability
of one modern version of the Bible over
another (the beautiful Anchor series, for
example) shows, however, that he really
misses my point: any rewording or rework-
ing of the Scriptures is an advantage if it
sets one to doing some thinking about re-
ligious questions along with all of the
feeling he may be doing. It is the shift
from one version to another that is impor-
tant, not the version shifted to, if it sets
one free to think about his beliefs. All texts
are beautifully corrupt and monstrously
over-explicated and over-applied. They sur-
vive by how they affect us. The New English
Bible could have a good effect (even on
Rasmussen and Anderson, my, co-reviewers,
who like Smith himself vainly chase the wind
of etymologies in search of signs to sub-
stantiate their faith) — especially on those
who haven't given their beliefs a thought
their whole lives long.

Karl Keller
La Mesa, Calif.

.
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Dear Sirs:

Somebody botched my poem “The Com-
forter” (Spring 1971) and the last two lines
don’t make sense. In Dialogue they read:

and everything in the night
the spark of an alien in inalienable
delight.

They should instead read:
and everywhere everywhere in the night
the spark of an alien in inalienable
delight.
A parody of Blake was intended, and the
poem is wasted without it.

Karl Keller
Toerris...— Ed.

Dear Sirs:

The 1971 Spring and Summer issues of
Dialogue came today and I have been bus-
ily devouring the first. May I compliment
Leland A. Fetzer on his thoroughly absorb-
ing article of Tolstoy and Mormonism, also
Arnold Green and Lawrence Goldrup for
their article comparing Joseph Smith with
Mohammed.

For the benefit of E. Jay Bell in the Let-
ters section, I would like to say that just
because a public statement is issued over
the signatures of the First Presidency, it does
not necessarily follow that such statement
is true. Witness the fact that Joseph and
Hyrum Smith on several occasions publicly
denounced polygamy and denied being in-
volved in it, while both were practicing
polygamists. (Times-and Seasons, 5:423, 5:474,
DHC, 6:411) In regard to the alleged 1886
revelation of John Taylor, it may well be
false and it may well be true. If true, cer-
tainly it would not be the first time a rev-
elation was sat on, and it is a fact that
many people believed it to be true, includ-
ing John W. Taylor and Melvin J. Ballard,
who evidently saw it because he said the
revelation “. . . never had his [Taylor’s] sig-
nature added to it but was written in the
form of a revelation and undoubtedly was
in his handwriting.” There is even a pho-
tocopy of the revelation in John Taylor’s
handwriting, for those who may be inter-
ested.

Regarding the article “The Manifesto
Was A Victory,” it appears to me that the
author is either naive and uninformed or
is attempting to put forth a snow job, per-
haps for the benefit of the college students
mentioned in the opening paragraphs. Cer-



tainly his basic conclusion, that the church
won the conflict, with the government mak-
ing the concessions, is false. B.H. Roberts
states: “And hence adjustments were made,
demands upon the church conceded to, so
that statehood was won, deliverance from
oppression obtained ” (CHC 6:xxiii).
During the 1880’s the church was disin-
corporated, all polygamous Mormons dis-
franchised, over 1300 leaders sent to prison,
all church property in excess of $50,000
escheated to Uncle Sam (this included the
temples so that all work for the living and
dead came to a halt), in short, the church
came to a halt and something had to be
done, with the Manifesto resulting. It would
appear to me that we won the conflict just
as the South won the Civil War.

Now, for some specific points. First, po-
lygamy was not the main issue, politics was.
Church and state were merged, with the
church dominant. This was unpalatable to
nonmembers in Utah. They had to de-
stroy this ‘“theocratic despotism” and the
easiest way was to attack the church through
polygamy. James R. Clark says, “ . the
real issue was not Mormon polygamy, but
Mormon Priesthood and authority.” (Mes-
sages of the First Presidency, III, preface)
Senator Dubois of Idaho, a prominent anti-
Mormon crusader, explained it this way:
“Those of us who understood the situation

were not nearly as much opposed to polyg-
amy as we were to the political domination
of the church. We realized, however, that
we could not make those who did not come
actually in contact with it understand what

this political domination meant. We made
use of polygamy in consequence as our great
weapon of offense and to gain recruits to
our standard. There was a universal de-
testation of polygamy, and inasmuch as the
Mormons openly defended it, we were given
a very effective weapon with which to at-
tack.” (Utah Historical Quarterly, 21:291)

Now, as far as polygamy was concerned,
the real issue was unlawful cohabitation,
and not plural marriages, per se. It was
easy to prove unlawful cohabitation but
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almost impossible to convict anyone of prac-
ticing plural marriage. This was because
the latter could only be proven by access
to church records and the church- refused
to produce any. Consequently, of the more
than 1300 men who served jail terms, less
than fifty were convicted of practicing plural
marriage, the vast majority being there be-
cause of unlawful cohabitation. Since the
main thrust of the government’s effort had
been concerned with unlawful cohabitation,
with the passing of the Manifesto all po-
lygamous wives became immediately dis-
franchised or disinherited from their hus-
bands who were required by both church
and state law to stay arm’s length from them,
to have sexual relations with them no more.
(Of course, since this no doubt was con-
sidered cruel and unusual punishment, very
few if any Mormon men obeyed the law,
including the President of the Church.))
Thomasson, on page 45, sticks in a quota-
tion about President Smith which would
have you believe the opposite, that sexual
relations with plural wives was tolerated
and accepted by the government. Now, it
is true that Joseph F. Smith did have those
children by his plural wives after the Man-
ifesto, and this he freely and almost defi-
antly admitted in the Reed Smoot case, but
it is also true that by doing so, he was
breaking both church and government law.
Here is his own testimony.

Mr. Tayler (prosecuting attorney). Is the
cohabitation with one who is claimed to
be a plural wife a violation of the law or
rule of the church, as well as the law of
the land?

Pres. Smith. That was the case, and is
the case, even today. )

Mr. Tayler. What was the case? What you
are about to say?

Pres. Smith. That it is contrary to the
rule of the church and contrary as well
to the law of the land for a man to cohabit
with his wives. (Vol. 1:129)

Apostle Francis M. Lyman was another
witness in this case.

Mr. Tayler. It was wrong according to
the church law as well?

Mr. Lyman. It was wrong according to
the rule of the church.

Mr. Tayler. So you violated both laws?

Mr. Lyman. Yes, sir.

The Chairman. And intended to?

Mr. Lyman. I had thought of nothing
else, Mr. Chairman.



The Chairman. And you are the next in
succession to the Presidency?
Mr. Lyman. Yes, sir. (Vol. 1:428)

Both Joseph F. Smith and Heber J. Grant
were fined in court for practicing unlawful
cohabitation, a further indication it was
against the law. Heber J. Grant was fined
$200 in 1899 and Joseph F. Smith $300 in
1906.

Omer Dean Nelson
Tucson, Arizona

Mr. Thomasson responds:

Mr. Nelson’s letter is a discouraging evi-
dence that even where people are much
read there can be little understanding. He
seems unaware that my article was an effort
at historical interpretation and that the
“data” which he presents to “refute” my
position are either alluded to in my text
or are accounted for by the theories which
I present. Indeed he seems to operate on
the assumption that a historian can pro-
duce “truth” rather than one of many the-
oretical reconstructions of the past. He
would do well to read his own words “just
because a public statement is issued over
the signatures of the First Presidency, it
does not necessarily follow that such state-
ment is true.” Just three short paragraphs
after making this assertion Nelson quotes
one statement by President Smith to refute
another. How, Mr. Nelson, do you know
which of the two is really “true”? Are you
sure that President Smith’s testimony isn’t
a reflection of the fact that federal officials
had reneged on their promises, rather than
the reverse?

I will concede that my title was inten-
tionally hyperbolic, but will insist that
“Victory” is a proper term as contrasted
to the almost universally held view that
the Church suffered all the losses or made
all the concessions in 1890. A more precise
title would have been “The Manifesto was
a Compromise,” but while that is what most
people think, they forget that a compromise
involves both parties making concessions,
gains and losses according to their priori-
ties. My article simply attempted to re-
mind the readers that according to its pri-
orities, the Church as compared to the
Government retained as much if not more
than it lost, and when one discusses bar-
gaining strategy and the logic of compro-
mise such an outcome is a victory.

My article was an attempt to make four
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main points, along with a number of lesser
ones. These were: 1) the Church made real
gains because politicians in both parties were
jockeying for advantage with the electorate
(to be) of Utah. This is evidenced, among
other ways, by President Cleveland’s leni-
ent first term appointees, the removal of
the Unlawful Cohabitation Clause from the
Utah Constitution (though not from Fed-
eral statutes), and, perhaps of most interest
today, Harrison’s granting of a partial am-
nesty in 1893 (gaining some converts to Re-
publicanism) and Cleveland’s granting full
amnesty in 1894 (winning Democratic sup-
port in the soon to become State of Utah).
National parties and successive administra-
tions made a crass political game out of the
concept of forgiveness, and, as is the case
today, amnesty was the football which was
kicked around according to how both parties
thought it would win them votes.

2) As one L.D.S. political scientist was
candid enough to admit, it is amazing if
not embarrassing that several generations of
Mormon scholars have missed the impli-
cations of President Woodruff having met
with the Republican Party Convention
Chairman just a week before the Mani-
festo was issued. I pointed that out be-
cause it is highly doubtful that the subject
of their conversations was the price of tea
in China. Nelson’s statement that “polyg-
amy was not the main issue, politics was”
is the best evidence of his careless reading,
for that is my very point, and those politics
involved the Government making real con-
cessions to the Church,

3) I was making a strict and virtually un-
disputable sociological statement, from a per-
sonally neutral perspective, regarding how
not to go about changing a minority group’s
attitudes and behavior. The course chosen
by the Government through most of the
19th century is, even today, predictably the
least likely to produce the results sought
after.

4) Finally, only after having written the
article, I realized that the section titled
“Americanization” has ironic (and I believe
valid) implications for contemporary U.S.
foreign policy.

Mr. Nelson may dislike my conclusions,
or my intentions, but he fails to produce
any data which contradict them, and he
offers no alternative interpretation which
does a better job of accounting for the data
under examination, though that is the task
of the historian and his critics.



Introductory Note

Due to an unavoidable delay in the “Mormonism in the Twentieth
Century” issue, the editorial staff decided to proceed with the preparation
of this literature issue. It is not a special issue in the usual sense, but rather
represents an accumulation of poetry and fiction as well as articles and essays
relating to literature which have been accepted for publication and which it
seemed appropriate to publish together rather than intersperse through sev-
eral issues.

As the preparation of this issue proceeded, it became apparent that a
common unifying thread ran through many of the pieces. That thread is
pointed out in Robert Rees’s article “ ‘Truth is the Daughter of Time’: Notes
Toward an Imaginative Mormon History,” which highlights the fundamental
tension between history and literature as well as the common ground and
goals these two disciplines share. That this tension is real is illustrated by
Leland Fetzer's article on Bernard DeVoto and by the DeVoto letters edited
and introduced by Wallace Stegner, as well as by Karl Keller's review-essay
on Nobel laureate Haldor Laxness novel on the Mormons, PARADISE RE-
CLAIMED, and Frederick G. Williams review of Samuel Taylor's most recent
historical novel, NIGHTFALL AT NAUVOO.

A variation on this theme is provided by Maurine Whipple's story of the
writing of THE GIANT JOsHUA, a novel about Mormon Pioneers in Southern
Utah. Ms. Whipple’s comments reveal both the novelist’s desire to accurately
reflect the past and the problems the novelist faces when people begin to see
themselves too clearly in the fictional mirror. GIANT JosHUA, DeVoto’s YEAR
oF DEcisioN: 1846, PARADISE RECLAIMED, and NIGHTFALL AT NAUvoo are
examples of works which attempt to make the past appear as “real” instead
of as historically accurate. Such a recasting is dangerous, however, and per-
sonal biases and problems can significantly influence the outcome of such
efforts, as is clearly the case with DeVoto’s earliest essays on Utah and Mor-
monism. Although a fiction writer's credibility can at times be more tenuous
than a historian’s, his influence can be greater and the effect his impressions
produce can be both far reaching and long lasting.

If one were to characterize the novelist as one who expresses the human
condition (past, present or future) in a highly personal and subjective manner
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and the historian as one who tries to reconstruct the past objectively, at
times almost in spite of himself, then the writer who attempts historical
fiction must obviously tread the middle ground, relying on historical evidence
to reconstruct the past and relying on his imagination to people it with
characters who live and breathe. Of course, there is something of the novelist
in every historian and vice versa, and the difference between whether a work
is received as fact or fiction often hinges on the passions of both the author
and his audience. The interplay between history and literature is certainly
dynamic, as the various works discussed in this issue amply point out, and
serves a constructive function in enlarging our understanding.

While other pieces in this issue do not specifically relate to this theme,
items such as Thomas Cheney’s “Red Hair In The Sacred Grove” and James
Millers “The Town Of My Youth” illustrate how much of a feeling for the
past can be conveyed through imaginative literature. But literature is not
always meant to be historical, sometimes it is just there — to be enjoyed.

In “Our Last Days” Marshall Craig shows how poetry can be used to
illustrate historical truth. Through well-chosen examples of poetry from
Homer to Yeats he demonstrates the fact that men have always considered
that they were living in the last days and offers some advice as to how each
of us can make our own “last days” more fruitful.
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“Truth is the Daughter of Time”:
Notes Toward an Imaginative

Mormon History
Robert A. Rees

“Our understanding of any significant movement
in human affairs can hardly be said even to ap-
proach completeness until the evidence from
literature is in.”

—Seymour L. Gross

“...Clio . .. has a dignity and integrity revealed
all the more clearly by the passions of the arts.”

—Robert A. Lively

In a 1969 review-essay entitled “The New Mormon History,” Moses
Rischin spoke of the sophistication with which scholars both within and
without the Mormon culture were beginning to examine the Mormon past.
He added, “This seems only the beginning. A giant step from church his-
tory to religious and intellectual history seems in the offing. As Mormon
continuities and discontinuities are reassessed from entirely new perspectives
and with a potentially greater audience than ever before, other Ameri-
cans and Mormons may better come to understand themselves.”*

The interest of Mormon historians in the new perspectives Rischin
speaks of was manifest at the 1969 meeting of the Mormon History Associa-
tion. That meeting was dedicated to “New Approaches to Mormon History,”
and included papers on what historians could learn from social science,
philosophy, and literature. This interest is a reflection of a wider concern
by American historians who have turned to other disciplines in an attempt
to find new windows into the past. As the eminent historian Lynn T. White,
Jr. said recently, “I don’t think of history as just a discipline to be found in
the history department. We're all studying aspects of the same human phe-
nomena — those of us in history, social psychology, anthropology, linguistics,
economics, et cetera.” Since, as White says, “the total study of man must be

*The American West, 6 (March 1969), 49.
In its original form this paper was read as part of a symposium on “New Approaches
to Mormon History” at the annual meeting of the Mormon History Association in San

Diego, California, in August 1969. I am indebted to Karl Keller for helpful suggestions in
revising that paper for publication.
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a synthesis,”? the most imaginative and provocative Mormon history will un-
doubtedly be written by those historians who turn to other disciplines for
new insights. The following discussion provides some ideas as to how one
discipline — literature — can help the historian in his difficult task of inter-
preting the past for the present.

History has always been more respectable among the Mormons than has
literature. When Brigham Young complained about people reading novels
(“falsehoods got up expressly to excite the minds of youth”) he said that it
was the historians and other teachers who could counter the evil. In this
same 1872 Conference address he went on to say that if it were up to him
he would completely do away with novel reading, which, from all he could
tell, was rampant in every nook and cranny of Deseret: “. . . it is in my
house, in the houses of my counselors, in the houses of these Apostles, these
Seventies and High Priests, in the houses of the High Council in this city,
and in the other cities, and in the houses of the Bishops.”?

According to recent studies of the Mormons in nineteenth-century fiction
by Leonard Arrington and Jon Haupt, Brigham had some justification for
distrusting a fiction which viewed the Saints as ‘“ignorant, loud, uncouth,
and lazy,” as “inveterate smokers, drunkards, and sexual perverts,” and as
“snakes or as ugly toad-like creatures [who were] the essence of evil” and
“an excrescence on an organic body politic.”*

*As quoted by Mark Davidson, “The New History: Can It Free Us From the Past?”
The UCLA Monthly (Published by the UCLA Alumni Association), 2 (November 1971), 3.
An example of the use of other disciplines by historians is John Demos’ attempt to interpret
the Salem witch trials by using anthropology and psychology: “Underlying Themes in The
Witchcraft of New England,” American Historical Review, 75 (1970), 1311-1326.

*The Order of Enoch,” 42nd semi-annual conference, 9 October 1872. Journal of
Discourses, XV, 222, 224,

*“‘The Missouri and Illinois Mormons in Ante-Bellum Fiction,” Dialogue, 5 (Spring
1970), 47, 48. Two other recent studies are worthy of note: Arrington and Haupt, “Intoler-
able Zion: The Image of Mormonism in Nineteenth Century American Literature,”
Western Humanities Review, 22 (Summer 1968), 243-260; and Neal Lambert, “Saints, Sinners
and Scribes: A Look at the Mormons in Fiction,” T/tah Historical Quarterly, 36 (Winter
1968), 63-76.

Historians interested in examples of how literature can serve history should examine
such works as the following: Nelson Blake, Novelists’ America: Fiction as History (Syracuse:
Syracuse University Press, 1969); A. T. Dickinson, Jr., American Historical Fiction (New York:
The Scarecrow Press, 1958) — lists and briefly annotates novels published in the U.S. be-
tween 1917 and 1956 which deal with some aspect of American history. The index lists a
number of novels relating to Mormonism; Roy W. Meyer, The Middle West Farm Novel
in the Twentieth Century (Lincoln: University of Nebraska Press, 1965) — see especially
Chapter Three, “The Pioneering Venture: The Farm Novelist as Historian”; Ernest Leisy,
The American Historical Novel (Norman: University of Oklahoma Press, 1950); Robert A.
Lively, Fiction Fights the Civil War: An Unfinished Chapter in the Literary History of the
American People (Chapel Hill: University of North Carolina Press, 1957); Nicholas J.
Karolides, The Pioneer in the American Novel: 1900-1950 (Norman: University of Oklahoma
Press, 1967); Thomas Elliott Berry, The Newspaper in the American Novel: 1900-1969 (Metu-
chen, New Jersey: The Scarecrow Press, 1970).

Social Scientists have also been turning to literature as a source of insight: David
Brion Davis, Homicide in American Fiction: 1798-1860, A Study in Social Values (Ithaca:
Cornell University Press, 1957) — “essentially this is a historical analysis of certain ideas
associated with homicide”; Gordon O. Taylor, The Passages of Thought: Psychological
Representation in the American Novel: 1870-1900 (New York: Oxford University Press,
1969); Nick Arron Ford, The Contemporary Negro Novel: A Study in Race Relations (Col-
lege Park, Maryland: McGrath, 1968).
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While a distrust of literature in an isolated frontier society is under-
standable, it clearly is not so in a sophisticated twentieth-century society.
And yet there is still a good deal of evidence that we reject the vision of
the creative writer, especially when that vision is directed at an examination
of our life and culture. Nowhere is this distrust more apparent than in our
view of history. With several recent exceptions, one looks in vain for evi-
dence that Mormon historians have been even slightly aware of belles lettres.
And because this is so, we do not have as full an understanding and appre-
hension of our history as we should have.

While literature and history are distinctly different disciplines, they are
more compatible than they are often made out to be. To begin with, they
use common sources, such as diaries, autobiographies, journals, letters, and
essays, which have both literary and historical value. Both historians and
creative writers engage in historical research. The historian tries to get as
much information as possible and to insure the accuracy and reliability of
that information. His concern is with separating fact from fiction. The nov-
elist often uses fact to make fiction. He may use historical fact either as a
framework for his imagination or to give his story verisimilitude. With the
advent of realism and naturalism in fiction we have some novels that
have been as carefully researched as volumes of history. Although Stephen
Crane never participated in the Civil War, his novel, The Red Badge of
Courage, could be read as a semi-historical account of the battle of Chancel-
lorsville. In fact, so true to history was his account that some Civil War
veterans were certain they had known Crane in the war.

In speaking of his novel about the IWW martyr Joe Hill, Wallace Steg-
ner says, “I took every bit as much pains as I would have taken if I had in-
tended to write a history, and I think that when I started to write I knew
as much IWW history as anybody in the world and could judge its passions
and its ambiguities almost as impartially. . . . A pretty historical book, in
its way. Nevertheless, I took pains in a foreword to label it ‘an act of the
imagination,” which is what I wanted it to be.”s

Both the historian and the creative writer use imagination to construct
the narrative with which they bind their materials. Since he is working with
incomplete, fragmented, and often contradictory materials, the historian
must rely on his imagination in his reconstruction of the past. As Nelson
Blake says, “Without imagination the historian could not see any patterns
of meaning in past occurrences.”® But too much imagination in a historian
is dangerous, a point that Mormon novelist Vardis Fisher makes about Mor-
mon historian Fawn Brodie’s biography of Joseph Smith.”

The way in which literature and history complement one another is
perhaps best summarized by Wallace Stegner in his essay “On the writing of
History”: “Calliope and Clio are not identical twins, but they are sisters.

*The Sound of Mountain Water (Garden City, New York: Doubleday, 1969), p. 207.

*Novelists’ America: Fiction as History, 1910-1940 (Syracuse: Syracuse University Press,
1969), p. 261.

'Fisher observes, “Her Book is almost more a history of the early church than a biog-
raphy of Joseph, and almost more a novel than a biography, because she rarely hesitates
to give the context of a mind or to explain motives which at best can only be surmised.
It is this reviewer’s notion that she will turn novelist in her next book, and that she should.”
New York Times Book Review, 25 November 1945.
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History, a fable agreed on, is not a science but a branch of literature, an
artifact made by artificers and sometimes by artists. Like fiction, it has only
persons, places, and events to work with, and like fiction it may present them
either in summary or in dramatic scene. Conversely, fiction, even fantastic
fiction, reflects so much of the society that produces it that it may have an
almost historical value as record.”®

If there are similarities between history and literature, there are also
important differences. The creative writer, for example, is never interested
in the facts in and of themselves. They are merely means to an artistic end.
Shakespeare based his history plays on such works as Plutarch’s Lives and
Holingshead’s Chronicles, and yet had no qualms about departing from
these sources or inventing his own historical situations when it suited his
dramatic purpose. Sometimes the artist tries to make imagined fact appear
as historical fact. As Thomas Wolfe says of the hero of his novel You Can’t
Go Home Again: “He knew that there was scarcely a detail in George’s book
that was precisely true to fact, that there was hardly a page in which every-
thing had not been transmuted and transformed by the combining powers
of George’s imagination; yet readers got from it such an instant sense of
reality that many of them were willing to swear that the thing described had
been not only ‘drawn from life,” but was the actual and recorded fact itself.””®

At other times novelists seem almost irreverent of history. When told
that his novel The Fixer presented an exaggerated picture of the treatment
of Jewish inmates in Russian prisons, Bernard Malamud replied, “That’s
all right, I was disinventing history to give it a quality it didn’t have.”°

All of this simply emphasizes the fact that literature and history are
two different ways of viewing reality. Each is not only valid, but necessary,
for together they constitute a more complete vision than either does separately.
Even though, as La Rochefoucauld says, “History never embraces more than
a small part of reality,” that part is considerable. Our faith in life comes
to some extent from the fact that we can reconstruct the past through his-
torical evidence. The factual record of man’s triumphs and failures is one of
our greatest legacies. But art attempts something different; it uproots itself
from the “real” world. As Wallace Stevens says, “The genuine artist is never
‘true to life.” He sees what is real, but not as we are normally aware of it.
We do not go storming through life like actors in a play. Art is never real
life. The poet sees with a poignancy and penetration that is altogether unique.
What matters is that the poet must be true to his art and not ‘true to life,’
whether his art is simple or complex, violent or subdued.”*

Because the literary artist has a different angle of vision from the his-
torian, literature is one of the objects the historian must consider studying.
It is, in the words of Ernst Cassirer, “one of the disjecta membra, the scat-

3The Sound of Mountain Water, p. 205.
*New York: Dell, 1960, p. 330.
*‘One Man Stands for Six Million,” Saturday Review, 49 (10 September 1966), 39.

1“On Poetic Truth,” Opus Posthumous, ed. Samuel French Morse (New York: Knopf,
1966), pp. 237-38.
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tered limbs of the past” which he must “attempt to fuse together . . . and to
synthesize . . . and mold . . . into new shape.”2

The historian can also learn from the literary critic how to interpret
works of literature as well as literary aspects of historical documents. An
ability to perceive imagery, symbolism, metaphorical language, and irony
would make the historian a more skillful interpreter of his materials. As
Seymour L. Gross says, “Literary criticism can bring to the surface what
otherwise might lie buried in the culture’s subconscious.”’® The revealing
studies of the imagery in the Federalist Papers are only one example as to
how the historian can use the tools of the literary critic.

Since, as Cassirer points out, “It is the richness and variety, the depth
and intensity, of his personal experience which is the distinctive mark of the
great historian,”¢ that historian who adds to his life the dimension of litera-
ture and the poetic imagination will be a more valuable historian.

The Mormon historian seeking insight into what it was like to live
under the United Order might read not only Carol Lynn Pearson’s The
Order Is Love, but Nathaniel Hawthorne’s Blithedale Romance, a fictional
account of the Brook Farm experiment. He might understand some of the
problems concerned with living in Nauvoo by reading Samuel Taylor’s
Nightfall at Nauvoo as well as Mark Twain’s Life on the Mississippi and
Herman Melville’s Confidence Man. (In fact, some of Taylor’s characters
would fit nicely into Melville’s tale.) He might understand more about life
in a small Mormon town through the stories of Virginia Sorenson or the
poetry of David Wright as well as through such chronicles of American life
as Sherwood Anderson’s Winesburg, Ohio and Edgar Lee Master’s Spoon
River Anthology.

No Mormon historian can afford to neglect those few writers of talent
who have emerged in this century to write about things Mormon: Bernard
DeVoto, Virginia Sorenson, Vardis Fisher, Maurine Whipple, Samuel Taylor,
and Wallace Stegner, to name only the best known. These writers who have
turned their imaginations on the Mormon past generally have not been well
received by Mormons, even though their writing has, for the most part,
been positive. Each of these writers of fiction as well as a growing number
of young poets, dramatists, novelists, and short-story writers, could teach the
historian to apprehend (and perhaps even more fully comprehend) an era.

An example of what I am talking about can perhaps best be seen by
comparing the treatment of an historical incident (the tarring and feathering
of Joseph Smith in Hiram, Ohio, in 1831) by a historian and a novelist. The
first example is from B. H. Roberts’ Comprehensive History of the Church
and the second from Vardis Fisher’s historical novel, The Children of God.

B. H. ROBERTS

On the night of the 24th of March, after long watching over one
of his babes, the Prophet at the solicitations of his wife lay sleeping

“An Essay on Man: An Introduction to a Philosophy of Human Culture (New Haven:
Yale University Press, 1944), p. 177.

1*“Stereotype to Archetype: The Negro in American Literary Criticism,” in Images of
the Negro in American Literature, ed. Seymour L. Gross and John Edward Hardy (Chicago:
University of Chicago Press, 1966), p. 1.

“An Essay on Man, p. 187.
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on a trundle bed to get a little sleep. The next thing he was con-
scious of was the screams of his wife, and found himself in the hands
of a dozen ruffians and being carried out of the house. Naturally he
did not submit quietly, but resisted with all his might. He was over-
powered, however, and beaten and choked into insensibility. Re-
covering from this first attack, he was carried past the orchard towards
the meadow.

On the way he saw Elder Rigdon stretched out upon the ground,
and apparently dead. He expected the same fate for himself, but ex-
pressed the hope to his captors that they would not kill him. There
seemed to be some uncertainty among the mob on this point. A con-
sultation® was held, after which the Prophet was again assaulted,
his clothing torn from him, his body scratched and beaten, and
covered with tar and feathers. In the brutal process one man tried
to force the tar paddle into his mouth; another a phial, supposed to
contain aqua-fortis, but broke it in his teeth. All this was attended
with horrible oaths and imprecations such as might be expected from
fiends incarnate engaged in such a lawless, brutal proceeding.

*The consultation had was in respect of a horrible mutilation upon the Prophet’s
person. (See Autobiography of Luke Johnson, Millenial Star, vol. xxvi). [Roberts’
footnote.}*

VARDIS FISHER

He was soon awakened by violent screams. He sprang up, full
of sleep and weariness, and ran to another room where Emma, like
a ghost in her nightgown, was shrinking against a wall and staring
at several men.

“Joseph, they're going to murder us! O my God!”

In the next moment the mob surged forward out of darkness
and Joseph found himself in a desperate struggle. One man had
both hands in his hair, another seized his drawers and pulled them
off, and a third tried to choke him. With all his strength he broke
free and struck a blow that knocked one of the men down.

“God damn you!” a man howled. “Stop that or we’ll kill you!”

* * * * * * *

With two men on either side, clutching his arms, Joseph was led
away over the cold earth. They took him to a small meadow. One
said:

“Hey, put some drawers on him or he’ll take cold!”

“Sure, we don’t want him to get sick. God wouldn’t like his
little prophet to get the sneezes.”

“Let the bastard get cold. He’ll be dead in a jiffy anyhow.”

A man came up out of darkness and peered at Joseph. “Well,”
he said impatiently, “we going to kill him or ain’t we? Let’s get it
over with.”

Most of the men had gathered in council a few yards away and
were talking earnestly. Wondering if he could make a dash for free-
dom Joseph moved a little; and at once a dozen hands tightened on
his flesh. One of the men smote him in his groin and cried: “Don’t
try none of your catty-cornered tricks or I'll make a steer out of you!”

“That’s an idea I like,” said the man who came up to look.
“Why don’t we cut him?”

A third man now edged through, and stared at Joseph who,

BComprehensive History of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints (Salt Lake
City: Deseret News Press, 1930), Vol. I, pp. 280-81.
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stark naked, was shivering from the cold. “Why don’t you call on
God?” the man asked. He squared off; and before Joseph could
guess his intent or dodge, the man struck him a vicious blow on his
nose. Blood ran across Joseph’s upper lip and made a red line of his
mouth and trickled to his chin.

“If you'll let me go,” he said, his teeth chattering, “I'll leave
Ohio.”

“Oh, will you! You lousy bastard, you’ll leave in a coffin.”

“Hey!” roared a man to those in council. “Make up your minds!”

Another now came up out of darkness with a rope. He rubbed
the rope across the blood on Joseph’s mouth. “Well, why don’t we
hang him? What'’s all the waiting for?”

“Mebbe we're going to castrate him. They ain’t decided yet.”

* * * * * * *

“Hey, ain’t we going to hang the son-of-a-bitch?”

“No,” said Simonds. “Just hold him fast. We're going to soak
him with tar.”

“But he’ll wash the tar off and preach louder than ever!”

“Shut your head. Just hold him, I tell you.”

“Let’s fill his belly with tar.”

“And his eyes and his ears.”

“No, let’s castrate the bastard or hang him!”

“Make him bleed all over,” said a man, quietly observing, “and
then fill the wounds with tar.”

And while Joseph fought to keep the ladle out of his mouth
and eyes, flinging his head from side to side, hands were busy over
his naked flesh gouging small wounds and pouring tar into them.
He groaned from the agony and beat his head on the frozen ground.
Simonds called for more tar; and when it came, men poured it over
Joseph from his head to his feet, and then rolled him over and
poured it over his hair and down his back and legs. While the tar
was being poured, a man with a ladle smeared it and thrust into
armpits and between thighs.

“Fill his hair good,” said Simonds.

Two men lifted Joseph’s head a little, and a third brought a
bucket down over it like a bonnet, and tar flooded him in a black
tide.

“Bring the feathers.”

Men sprang forward, bringing with them great bags of feathers.
These were poured in a pile on the earth; whereupon, men grasped
Joseph by his head and his feet and lifted him and laid him on the
pile; and while they worked, other men seized handfuls and thrust
them against his face and ears and hair.

Joseph was so nearly unconscious that when the men left him
he did not hear them go; and for an hour he lay [t]here like a dead
man. When he stirred he could feel only dark pain or a vast heavi-
ness as if he were imprisoned in liquid earth.1¢

The differences between the two accounts are obvious. What Roberts

relegates to a euphemistic footnote, Fisher dramatizes into life. In Roberts’
account we have to guess what the “horrible mutilation” is; in Fisher’s we
are made to feel the terror which Joseph must have felt from fear of im-
pending castration. We come away from the novelist’s account believing

that that is indeed how it might have happened.

*Children of God: An American Epic (New York: Grosset and Dunlap, 1939), pp. 94-98.
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In the Autumn 1969 issue of Dialogue I spoke of what I saw as the
beginnings of a genuine Mormon literature. The poetry, fiction, and drama
that have been published since then, as well as that contained in this issue,
further confirm that belief. A New Mormon Literature is emerging at the
same time that we have the beginnings of a New Mormon History. His-
torians and writers, working together, can help establish a climate of his-
torical and creative writing that will open our past in new and exciting ways.
The new Mormon historian in uncovering and interpreting more and more
historical data (though most remarkably in the new ways of approaching
his material) can provide the literary artist with the raw materials out of
which plays, poems, stories and novels will be written. And the literary
artist, by resurrecting the past through the imagination, can provide the
historian with a view that will help him to penetrate the myths and miscon-
ceptions which prevent us from seeing our past and therefore from seeing
ourselves.

The possibilities of this cooperative effort are perhaps best articulated
by Wallace Stegner in his essay on “History, Myth, and the Western Writer”:
“I hope we will find ways of bringing some of the historic self-reliance and
some of the heroic virtues back into our world, which in its way is more
dangerous than Comanche country ever was. . . . In the old days, in bliz-
zardy weather, we used to tie a string of lariats from house to barn so as to
make it from shelter to responsibility and back again. With personal, family,
and cultural chores to do, I think we hdd better rig up such a line between
past and present.”'” Historians and literary artists should, in joining hands,
rig up such lines, which can lead us to a greater understanding of the past
and, consequently, of one another and of ourselves.

“"The Sound of Mountain Water, p. 201.
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Bernard DeVoto and the
Mormon Tradition

Leland A. Fetzer

“The mountains, the mountains, the mountains, were in everything he thought
and felt.” — Tolstoy (THE Cossacks)

The career of Bernard DeVoto, the foremost writer and one of the greatest
intellectual forces whom Utah has produced in this country, was conspicuously
marked by achievements and honors. He wrote five novels, three books devoted
to the history of the West, a classic study of Mark Twain, a stimulating study
on the relationship between history and literature, another on the interdepend-
ence between psychology and literature, three volumes of essays which may
serve as a chronicle of the issues dominating American life for twenty-five years
(1930-1955), hundreds of reviews and articles on an astonishing range of topics,
a monthly column for more than twenty years in America’s most widely read
serious journal (Harper’s), and introductions to many books by other authors.
He was an editor of both the Harvard Graduates’ Magazine and Saturday Review
of Literature, and a redoubtable partisan for civil rights and conservation. He
received the Pulitzer Prize and the Bancroft Prize for Across the Wide Missouri
in 1948 and the National Book Award for The Course of Empire in 1952. He
was awarded an honorary Doctor of Literature from Middlebury College (1937),
Kenyon College (1942), the University of Colorado (1948), and Northeastern
University (1948). In short, he was a remarkably creative writer and a major
figure in the intellectual life of America from about 1930 to his death in 1955.

Much of his creative energy was expended in writing about what he knew
best: the Mormon tradition. He wrote the first serious novel dedicated to
aspects of Mormonism (Chariot of Fire), the most poignant tribute ever written
to a Utah Pioneer (“The Life of Jonathan Dyer”), the standard reference
biographies of Joseph Smith and Brigham Young (in the Dictionary of American
Biography), one of the first and most striking attempts to summarize the history
of Mormonism (“The Centennial of Mormonism,” 1936), the most popular and
moving account ever written of the Mormon exodus (in The Year of Decision;
1846), two novels which explore as no one has ever done the experience of
growing up in a town below western mountains (The Crooked Mile and, in part,
Mountain Time) and another which attempts to embody in fiction a theory
of the settling of the West (The House of Sun-Goes-Down). This long inventory
makes it clear that DeVoto had a great attachment to his native state and its
people and that this provided a major stimulus for much of his creative work.
He was indubitably a Utah writer shaped by the Utah experience.
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But DeVoto has never found the recognition he deserves among the people
of Utah nor from its scholars. DeVoto’s papers now rest in the Stanford Uni-
versity library, 800 miles from his native state in a region for which he felt no
affection and indeed which he did not even consider to be part of the West.!
No university in Utah ever granted him an honorary degree. Publications asso-
ciated with the state which might have been expected to demonstrate an interest
in him have been, with a few exceptions, silent. Since its inception in 1928,
so far as I have been able to ascertain, the Utah Historical Quarterly has devoted
one brief article to DeVoto, and that was a eulogy after his death in 1955,2
and the Western Humanities Review has published only one article on DeVoto,
a brief review of his novel Mountain Time.* As far as I know the only other
piece of research and writing on DeVoto to come out of Utah is a University
of Utah Master’s thesis by Raymond Gene Briscoe.*

Why has DeVoto failed to receive the recognition which he so richly deserves
in his native state? Why have there been so few studies made by those who
should feel a special attraction to this outstanding Utah writer? Why has the
individual who served as the major interpreter of Utah and its history for the
greater audience in the United States and abroad in the first half of our century
been so ignored on this home ground? I would like to suggest two reasons for this
unhappy state of affairs. First, there is a wide-spread misapprehension about

'It is ironic that DeVoto’s personal papers, if we can assume that they traveled by rail
from his home in Cambridge to Palo Alto, must have crossed the piece of ground that he
loved more than any place on earth — his grandfather’s farm in the mouth of Weber
Canyon. I leave one question for future historians: did the train stop in Ogden?

I would like to acknowledge the contribution of the San Diego State College Foundation
towards the expenses connected with the writing of this paper. I would also like to thank
the staff of the Stanford University Archives for their courtesy and cooperation. My grati-
tude is extended also to Wallace Stegner who found time from his biography of “Benny”
to talk with me at length. I would like to dedicate this essay to Professor Francis J.
Whitfield, Professor of Slavic Languages and Literatures at the University of California,
Berkeley.

’Darrell J. Greenwell, “Bernard A. DeVoto, Recollection and Appreciation,” Utah His-
torical Quarterly, 24 (January, .1956), 81-84.

*T. C. Bauerlein, “Mountain Time” (Review), Utah Humanities Review, 2 (January,
1948), 85-86. It should be pointed out in all fairness that according to Wallace Stegner
DeVoto was invited by Brewster Ghiselin to participate in a Writers’ Conference in Utah,
but declined.

‘Bernard DeVoto: Historian of the West (1966). Other works on DeVoto in order of
importance are Catherine Drinker Bowen, Edith R. Mirrielees, Arthur M. Schlesinger, Jr.,
and Wallace Stegner, Four Portraits and One Subject: Bernard DeVoto (Boston: Houghton-
Mifflin, 1963), which includes the standard bibliography of DeVoto’s work; Robert Edson
Lee, “The Work of Bernard DeVoto, Introduction and Annotated Check List” (Ph.D. dis-
sertation, State University of Iowa, 1957), with an invaluable annotated bibliography;
Orlan Sawey, Bernard DeVoto (New York: Twayne Publishers, 1969) ; John Melvin Gill,
“Bernard DeVoto and Literary Anticriticism” (Ph. D. dissertation, New York University,
1964). In 1938 at the time when DeVoto’s interest was shifting decisively from fiction to
history, Garrett Mattingly, DeVoto’s friend and a Harvard historian, wrote a brief volume
entitled Bernard DeVoto: A Preliminary Appraisal (Boston: Little, Brown, 1938), which
still retains its value, particularly for its interpretation of DeVoto’s early novels and short
stories, now much ignored. At the present time Wallace Stegner is writing the definitive
biography of DeVoto, drawing upon his long friendship with DeVoto and the DeVoto
Papers at Stanford University.

This paper is concerned essentially with DeVoto’s published opinions about .Utah and
the Mormons; consequently, little attention is devoted either to the facts of DeVoto’s life
or to his extensive private correspondence in which he sometimes expressed himself more
vehemently than in his published writings. We must await Wallace Stegner’s biography for
a full treatment of DeVoto’s private life.
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DeVoto’s early years in Utah, his family, and particularly his religious affiliation.
Second, there is a general misconception about DeVoto’s published opinions on
his native state and Mormonism which fails to take into account the variety and
evolution of his expressions and, in spite of occasional private outbursts, what
I believe to be his fundamental sympathy with the Mormon tradition. This
misconception shows DeVoto to be a life-long defamer of his native state and its
dominant church.

In this essay I would like to examine these misunderstandings in the hope
of clearing away some of the confusion, the dimly felt prejudices, and the
unexpressed distaste which otherwise informed Mormon readers and scholars
have for DeVoto and his works. He was a major figure in our times and a
keen interpreter of Mormonism and its place in the West and he deserves more
than the essential silence he has received.

* * *

DeVoto was not, as many have supposed, a Mormon. The child of a
Mormon mother and a Catholic father, both of whom were born in Utah, he
was raised as a Catholic and received a Catholic elementary education. Although
DeVoto openly acknowledged his Catholicism, it seems to have been essentially
unimportant in his writing and largely irrelevant to his world view.

Had DeVoto possessed a Catholic orientation, his writings would have
been profoundly different. He would have written on Mormonism from a clearly
defined point of view, interpreting Utah and Mormonism if not from the point
of view of Catholic dogma in the narrow sense, at least as an outsider looking
in. This would have made his work more accessible, less ambiguous, and
infinitely less interesting, because one of the great appeals of DeVoto’s writings
on Mormonism is the inner struggle between his status outside of the Mormon
Church and the great emotional attachment which he felt towards Mormonism
as an institution with a remarkable historical tradition and admirable principles
of social coherence.

It is also remarkable that although DeVoto was deeply concerned with the
search for the roots of his existence — and this interest explains his great love
for both the western landscape® and the western past reflected in his many
historical studies — he was concerned only with his American and in particular
his Utah tradition. Although three of his grandparents were born in Europe,
he appears to have been indifferent to any foreign tradition.® For him it all
began when his grandfather, Samuel Dye, broke the virgin soil on his farm at
Uintah. DeVoto knew and loved his grandfather who appears thinly disguised
in one of his novels (The Crooked Mile), and DeVoto wrote a touching tribute
to him. He was deeply impressed by his grandfather’s feat in carving out a
home and productive acres where none had been before:

*See, for example, his almost mystic preoccupation with terrain and onomastics in
Beyond the Wide Missouri and the striking role played by the mountains above the city
in his Ogden novels.

*With the exception of a few brief trips across the Canadian line adjacent to New
England, DeVoto never left the United States. Oddly enough, he wrote extensively about
the Mexican War (The Year of Decision: 1846) and Canada (The Course of Empire), but
in spite of his insistence on accuracy of detail he never troubled himself to visit either of
these areas. In my opinion a broader understanding of European and world affairs might
have been useful in restraining some of his exuberant rhetoric on western expansion.
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The earth was poisoned, and Jonathan made it sweet. It was a dead
land and he gave it life. Permanently. Forever. Following the God of the
Mormons, he came from Hertford to the Great American Desert and made
it fertile. That is achievement.” -

There is no question that the hours which DeVoto spent with his grand-
father and the reading of his diary (now in the DeVoto Papers at Stanford),
were of extraordinary importance in determining his identification with the
Mormon tradition. For the rest of his life DeVoto was to seek his own origins
neither very far away in space from his grandfather’s farm nor very -distant in
time from the year of his grandfather’s arrival in Utah.

DeVoto published three accounts of a happy childhood in the 1930s when
he first turned seriously to the study of Western history.® In them he described
his childhood and early adolescence and the formative years in which he found
his own place in a divided world:

Ogden, as the railroad center of the State, had an actual majority of
Gentiles and so had achieved a working compromise, a forced equilibrium,
long before the rest of Mormonry. The violence of neighbors at one another’s
throats, calling upon God, morality, and the national sovereignty for vindi-
cation, had subsided, and very little strife found its way to children. Mormon
and Gentile, we grew up together with little awareness that our fathers
fought in hostile armies. The child of a Catholic father and a Mormon
mother, I myself was evidence of the adjustment.®

DeVoto asserts that he enjoyed an intellectually stimulating childhood —
this is the whole point of his essay “A’ Sagebrush Bookshelf” — and that he was
welcomed in both his mother’s and his father’s churches without apparent strains
or antagonism:

The Irish priests of my own communion never preached against the
heretics. Protestant ministers were less amiable, but it was only an occasional
Gantry in the evangelical sects who bellowed excerpts from the filthy and
preposterous anti-Mormon literature of the earlier age. We even mingled
in Sunday School without shock. A Mormon meeting house was the place
of worship nearest my home, and I was sometimes sent there for instruction
until I was about seven, when Rome idly exercised its claim.?

Anyone who reads these passages must be struck by the idyllic life DeVoto
describes of tolerant acceptance, of a child who moved back and forth between

"“The Life of Jonathan Dyer” in Forays and Rebuttals (Boston: Little, Brown, 1936)
pp. 3-24. First published in Harper’s, 167 (September, 1933), 491-501, under the title
“Jonathan Dyer, Frontiersman.” This essay was also reprinted in Rocky Mountain Reader
(New York: Dutton, 1946), 60-76.

I am not the only admirer of this sketch. Garrett Mattingly in his study of DeVoto
wrote: “But the jewel of the collection [the collection of essays with the title of Forays and
Rebuttals] is “The Life of Jonathan Dyer” [DeVoto’s pseudonym for Samuel Dye], the
simple biography of one frontiersman who gave his blood and sweat to America. There is
no better statement in concrete terms anywhere of the meaning of the far Western frontier.
It is a little classic. No one who read it can have forgotten it.” (p. 51)

*These are “Fossil Remnants of the Frontier: Notes on a Utah Boyhood,” Harper’s,
170 (April, 1935), 590-600, reprinted in Forays and Rebuttals, 23-45; “My Dear Edmund
Wilson,” Saturday Review of Literature, 15 (February 13, 1937), 8, 20; expanded and
reprinted as “Autobiography: or As Some Call It, Literary Criticism” in Minority Report
(Boston: Little, Brown, 1940), pp. 163-189; and “A Sagebrush Bookshelf,” Harpers, 175
(October, 1937), 488-496,

*Fossil Remnants,” in Forays and Rebuttals, p. 31.

*Ibid.
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a Mormon chapel and a Catholic church without hindrance or knowledge that
there might be anything contradictory in his behavior. This was the world of
a child raised as a Catholic who never denied his religion, but who also felt an
undeniable emotional attachment to his mother’s tradition. But significantly
enough these autobiographical writings do not continue his life story into the
stormy years of late adolescence and early manhood which were to lead to his
decision to abandon Utah and the West to take up a career in teaching and
writing.

When he made that decision he was employed on a ranch in the Raft
River Valley; the opportunity to leave came in the form of an invitation to teach
Freshman English at Northwestern University. Between the years of childhood
and the time when he found himself working on a hay rig he had undergone a
tumultuous year at the University of Utah, transferred to Harvard, served in
the Army as a marksmanship officer after volunteering in 1917 when the United
States entered World War I, returned to complete his B.A. at Harvard, and
made the fateful decision to return to his home town. In retrospect it seems
obvious that sooner or later this enormously ambitious Harvard Phi Beta Kappa
would eject himself violently, explosively, from this town of 30,000 and its
environs. Two years were required for the accumulation of sufficient pressure to
trigger the cataclysm. There is much that remains unknown about those years
of adolescence and early manhood, but one thing is clear: when DeVoto left
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Utah he was in a period of violent reaction against his childhood and would
resort to almost any means in order to carve out a place for himself in literature,
even if it meant subordinating reason to the cause of sensationalism. In the
next few years among his other writings!* he was to write three essays expressing
his aversion to the Mormon tradition in which he used sarcasm, exaggeration,
derision, and incongruous juxtaposition for dazzling rhetorical effects. They
were brilliant and maddening essays; they were also eminently unfair, and DeVoto
came to regret them deeply.

In the first of these, “God—Litterateur,” which appeared in an obscure little
magazine called The Guardian, DeVoto turned for the first and last time to
the writings of the Mormon Church, specifically to the Doctrine and Covenants.
He resorted to sarcasm in criticizing the literary style of the Doctrine and Cov-
enants, which he satirically took to be the literary style of the Creator:

The contributions of God to American literature have never been ade-
quately surveyed. Altogether the bulk of His writings during the past three
centuries on this continent must be enormous. And in Utah at least, [as] the
critic who approaches this field will discover, God has long been and con-
tinues to be the favorite author.!2

Next he jeers at those passages which deal with commercial transactions
such as land ownership and the construction of hotels and other buildings,
denouncing what seemed to him to be one of the most negative aspects of
contemporary Mormonism — its close involvement in economic affairs.

In the second of these vitriolic articles, “Ogden: The Underwriters of Sal-
vation,” DeVoto wrote about his home town, emphasizing as was his inclination
its historical origins, including the emigration of the Mormons to Utah and their
colonization of the state. As in the case with “God — Litterateur” DeVoto’s atti-
tude towards Mormonism was sharply critical and sarcastic, although there are
grudging concessions to the role of the Mormons in creating a society in the
desert. The scurrilous tone and verbal pyrotechnics of the essay may be judged
from this, its last paragraph:

Wherefore some day all cities will bend their heads in its direction while
the skies open to sudden thunder and St. Brigham and St. Joseph Smith Jun.,
sharing between them Helen of Troy and all dead, aphrodisiac ladies, come
down to chain the devil and populate the earth with Mormon robots.??

"If space permitted, this would be the appropriate place to discuss DeVoto’s novel of
1924, Chariot of Fire. This novel is a variation on William Dean Howells’ Leatherwood
God, which was also devoted to frontier revivalism. DeVoto introduced a number of ele-
ments in his novel from Mormonism, such as a Mormon-like hierarchic system and the
enmity between a frontier sect and its neighbors leading to the martyrdom of its prophet
and its exodus to the western desert; but in other respects the story differs from the actual
course of events in Mormon history. The entire question of the novel’s genesis, its relation-
ship to Howell’s novel on one hand and the facts of Mormon history and frontier revivalism
on the other, is a complex one which cannot be treated here. Mention should also be made
of DeVoto’s review of M. R. Werner’s Brigham Young, which appeared in the Saturday
Review of Literature, 1 (June 27, 1925), 853, under the title “The Odyssey of Mormonism.”
This review is consistent with, if more moderate than, the three Mormon essays of this
period.

1 (March, 1925), 188-197; 189.

“This is an essay in the anthology The Taming of the Frontier, edited by Duncan
Aikman (New York: Minton, Balch, and Co., 1925) ; (ten pieces by different authors deal-
ing with the passing of the frontier in ten western cities and towns), p. 60. Within the
collection DeVoto’s essay is remarkable for its power, virtuosity and virulence.

28



Had DeVoto written only these two obscure articles on Mormonism, which
are remarkable for their burlesque but which differ little in content from many
anti-Mormon writings, he would never have received the reputation as the most
damning critic of Mormonism. They would have been forgotten by all but the
specialist and DeVoto’s reputation among the Mormons would have been signifi-
cantly different than it is today. But H. L. Mencken, the famous American
iconoclast, was attracted to DeVoto’s undeniable writing talent and accepted for
his American Mercury DeVoto’s article entitled “Utah”* which was widely read
all over the United States, including Utah. To one who approaches the article
by the way of “God — Litterateur” and “Ogden” it appears relatively restrained,
but to the ordinary inhabitant of the state it must have burst like a bomb-
shell.’s It purports to be a brief survey of the state’s history and a description
of contemporary life in Deseret. Unlike his procedure in earlier articles DeVoto
does not single out the Mormon Church or its tradition for criticism, as much as
he denies the existence of anything worthwhile in the state. The impression that
the article conveys is one of utter unrelieved Philistinism reigning in a state
which is the product of an ignominous past. No exceptions.

The Mormons were staid peasants whose only distinguishing character-
istics were their servility to their leaders and their belief in a low-comedy
God. They had flocked to the Church from localities where civilization had
never penetrated. Then, with an infallible instinct, they had recruited their
numbers from the slums of English factory cities and from the bankrupt
crofter-districts of Scandinavia. The Gentiles were less fanatical than the
Mormons and less ignorant, but they were also less robust. They represented
the unfit of the frontier, those who had fallen by the wayside along the

trail to glory. . . .
* * * *

Such was the old Utah, a frontier State. . . . A state peopled by
frontiersmen — ruddy, illiterate herb-minded folk. A State where the very
process of survival demanded a rigorous suppression of individuality, imprac-
ticability, scepticism, and all the other qualities of intelligence.

* * * *

Those who have no interest in social or intellectual or artistic life may
live there [in Utah] as well as anywhere else in this best of all possible
Republics. The difference is merely this: should they ever, for a moment,
want to enter or observe such life or feel the need of anything that springs
from it, they would be at a dead stop. Civilized life does not exist in Utah.
It never has existed there. It never will exist there.®

Almost twenty years after this episode DeVoto wrote a letter about these
early articles to a friend in Ogden which so impressed the friend that with
DeVoto’s permission he had it published in The Rocky Mountain Review under

“American Mercury, 7 (March, 1926), 317-323. One explanation for the excesses of
DeVoto’s early Utah articles was his eagerness to break into literature to satisfy his high
personal ambition. Under these circumstances it is understandable that he may have empha-
sized the scandalous at the expense of his good judgment.

*Wallace Stegner describes one such violent reaction to the article in his essay on
DeVoto in Four Portraits, pp. 81-82.

“Utah,” pp. 319, 321, 322.
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the meaningful title “Revaluation.”?” This letter is a remarkable document in
many ways. It is first of all a superb example of DeVoto’s vigorous and expressive
epistolary style; it supports the contention that some of DeVoto’s most durable
writing may well be in his personal letters. It is also remarkable for its humility,
honesty and candor.

Many years have passed since I would have attempted any justification
what of my early two articles on Utah. [DeVoto omitted reference to
“God-Litterateur” probably because of its limited publicity]. They were
ignorant, brash, prejudiced, malicious, and, what is worst of all, irresponsible.
They were absolutely in the Mercury mood of illegitimate and dishonest
attack. They represented the only occasions in my career when I yielded to
that mood. I have spent practically all my literary life attacking other
manifestations of that mood, and I have always regarded my yielding to it
on those occasions as an offense which can be neither justified nor palliated.

There was, and doubtless remains, much in the life and culture of Utah
that could be legitimately criticized. Some of the things I said in those
articles made points which would have been legitimate criticism if I had
said them fairly and objectively — and if the entire mood and atmosphere
of the articles had not been atrociously offensive. It was, and doubtless
remains, thoroughly possible to oppose some of the tendencies and man-
ifestations of civilization in Utah on reasonable, empirical grounds. But that
consideration is irrelevant, since my criticism and opposition were embodied
in a lot of prejudice, irresponsible humor, and a general yanking out of
shirt-tails and setting them on fire.!®

Then DeVoto asks, “Why did I write them, and write them as I did?”
In answer he identifies his youth and his intoxication with the privilege of publi-
cation. But more than that, he says, “In some degree they were acts of self-
vindication, in some degree acts of revenge.”?

They were the fruits of his indignation at his home town which refused him
the recognition to which he believed his talents entitled him. But regardless of
his motives, which are understandable if not defensible, and regardless of the
revaluation which he declared and perhaps was pleading for, during the re-
mainder of his life DeVoto had to contend with the widespread conviction that
he was blindly critical of Utah and its Mormon tradition. And in spite of his
statements to the contrary, I believe he was deeply wounded by this critical
attitude.

The misunderstanding is all the more regrettable because DeVoto by no
means abandoned his interest in Mormonism and in fact wrote extensively on
the subject during the next twenty-five years. In addition, his writings in those
years display a significantly different attitude towards the subject: while still
critical of some aspects of the Church and its tradition, DeVoto is more scrupulous
in his judgments, more concerned to provide evidence for his assertions, and far
less prone to succumb to the rhetorical devices which characterized his earlier

writings. He shifted his interest from the negative aspects of the Church, for
the most part, and began to single out for praise those aspects of the Mormon

10 (Autumn, 1945), 7-11. This article was reprinted in the Improvement Era, 49
(March, 1946), 154, 164. The Era editors deleted about one-fifth of its contents and
bowdlerized it slightly. The result was to blunt some of the sting of the original and to
remove some of its color as well, but its major points for the most part were left unimpaired.

#“Revaluation,” p. 7.
“*“Revaluation,” p. 8.
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tradition which he considered of positive value. His ‘writing increasingly empha-
sized the Mormon contribution to the settling of the West.

When did this change of attitude occur? There is some evidence that in
the late 1920s DeVoto was reconsidering his attitude towards Mormonism, per-
haps because of the outcry over his “Utah” article. But I prefer to think that
such a change was inevitable, even if there had not been such a furor, because
a man of DeVoto’s intelligence, wide reading, historical preoccupation, and social
awareness could not fail to comprehend that his early writings on Mormonism
were superficial and unscholarly; the Mormon heritage (and DeVoto, thanks to
his childhood experiences, was keenly aware of this) was too important an
aspect of the frontier to be dismissed by glib phrases, no matter how amusing they
might be. It appears, too, that his more serious attitude towards the Mormon
tradition was part of his increased interest in history which was to bear fruit as
Mark Twain’s America (1932) and his historical trilogy on western America
which he was to begin in a few years.?

If we accept the theory that DeVoto’s work on Mormonism can be divided
into an early negative period (which immediately achieved infamy at least in
his native state) and a later more mature and objective period, then the essay
“The Centennial of Mormonism” which he published in 1930%* occupies a middle
ground. In it DeVoto does the following: (1) He relates the major historical
facts of the founding of Mormonism in 1830 in a mock serious manner worthy
of his earlier writings, but he ends with the question: “Why has Mormonism
survived when hundreds of other sects from the same period have perished?”
(2) He complains about the lack of sound historical studies on the origins of
Mormonism and introduces his own theory that the founder of the church was
patently paranoid and then supports the conjecture that he plagiarized the
Book of Mormon from Solomon Spaulding’s Manuscript Found. (3) He asserts
that the fortuitous martyrdom of Joseph Smith saved the Church from dissolution
and provided the stimulus for the essential emigration to a place of refuge.
(4) He describes the character and contribution of Brigham Young, whom he
describes as the greatest religious leader the nation has produced. (5) He surveys
the present prosperous state of Mormonism and what appears to DeVoto to be
its unhealthy involvement in business enterprises in the West.

That the article is an improvement on the “Utah” article can be seen even
from this brief summary. DeVoto has abandoned his blanket condemnation of

*Robert Edson Lee discusses the change in DeVoto’s attitude towards Utah on pages
116-117 of his thesis cited above. As part of the preparation for his writing Lee visited
Utah and there talked with Levi Edgar Young about DeVoto’s attitude to Mormonism.
The passage is worth quoting for the additional light which it might shed on our problem:
“Note, however, that the earliest Mormon writings of DeVoto are the most unfair, that
in his middle years DeVoto was more nearly judicial, and that in his last decade he
approached apology [Footnote reference to DeVoto’s article “Revaluation” discussed above].
Credit for the decline of DeVoto’s maliciousness must belong to Levi Edgar Young, Presi-
dent of the First Council of Seventy, Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. In the
Thirties President Young, then a Mormon missionary studying at Harvard [sic], introduced
himself to DeVoto, rebuked him more his attitudes to [sic] the Mormons, and attempted to
reform him. Any arguments he may have won must have been won by the example of his
personality, his kindness, patience, and tolerance. Although DeVoto’s books in the Mormon
Archives at Salt Lake City are kept in a section with thousands of books by ‘the people who
don’t like us,” DeVoto has at least one honorable Mormon friend [Footnote reference to Lee’s
interview with Levi Edgar Young].”

M American Mercury, 19 (January, 1930), 1-13.
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the Mormon tradition and its accomplishment, but more often than not his
manner is plainly sarcastic. For example, these sentences appear on the first
page of the essay: “For the scene of this Restoration Jehovah selected a mangy
Fayette . . .”; “The house of one Peter Whitmer, in Fayette, was the setting
selected by Omnipotence . . .”; “Jehovah, though not present in the flesh,
inspired the evening’s agenda. . . .” Throughout, the article is marred by such
concessions to satire for its own sake, and in general there is a subjectivity which
makes it difficult to take seriously. It is neither history nor a personal essay,
but history interpreted by a man of strong convictions with a weakness for pungent
phrases.

But approximately five years later DeVoto revised and reissued the essay.
The changes are remarkable; it was now much longer, it was pruned of many
of its excesses (for example, the four sentences quoted above are either deleted
or modified, so that Fayette is not “mangy,” but “obscure”), and controversial
issues are now examined from a number of vantage points. There is less dogma-
tism and a much greater receptiveness to variant theories. Assertions made baldly
in the early version are now buttressed with supporting information, and distracting
diversions are eliminated. The result is an essay which is. much more effective
and far more deserving of attention than any of the works which DeVoto had
written on Mormonism up to the time, and it clearly marks the beginning of a
new period in DeVoto’s attitude towards Mormonism, an attitude which was
radically different from his early period and foreshadowed by his “Centennial
of Mormonism” essay of 1930.

It is rewarding to examine in greater detail the two versions of “The Cen-
tennial of Mormonism.” The later version is approximately three times longer
and contains eight sections (rather than the five of the early version), as follows:
(1) Utilizing the same technique of reported speech as in the early version, he
recounts the early history of the Church, but removes the jarring incongruities
which he introduced for humorous effects in the early version. Once more he
asks seriously: “How is it that Mormonism survived and flourishes in our day?”
(2) He surveys the studies of Mormonism, deplores their paucity, and appeals
for more serious studies:

Apart from the doctrinal aspect, everything is rudimentary, infrequent,
and mostly wrong. The story of the Mormons is one of the most fascinating
in all American history, it touches nineteenth-century American life at
innumerable points, it is as absorbing as anything in the history of the
trans-Mississippi frontier and certainly the most varied, and it is a treasure-
house of the historian of ideas, institutions and social energies.?

(3) He believes that the reasons for the survival of Mormonism are (a) the
peaceful interlude provided by the move to Utah; (b) a succession of powerful
leaders; (c) a series of historical accidents; (d) the inclusiveness of Mormon
doctrines; (e) the martyrdom of the Prophet Joseph. (4) He discusses the role
of Joseph Smith in the history of the Church and formally renounces his support
for the theory that Joseph Smith plagiarized Solomon Spaulding’s Manuscript
Found and concludes that there was a “rhythm of alternation” in Joseph Smith’s
behavior between insanity and lucidity. (5) He devotes a lengthy passage to

#“The Centennial of Mormonism” in Forays and Rebuttals, p. 82.
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Brigham Young whom he describes as Mormonism’s great man. (6) He sketches
the post-Young period of Mormon history and concludes that it is marked by
the emergence of a hereditary ruling class but one which also accepted individuals
who excel. (7) He theorizes that one major element in the success of Mormonism
is its combination of faith and economic endeavor. (8) He concludes that
Mormonism is the most successful of the numerous nineteenth century Utopian
movements and the only one to survive to our day, with a few minor exceptions.

This brief survey does not begin to do justice to the seventy pages of the
essay, but it does briefly summarize DeVoto’s basic positions on Mormonism, and
indicates both his misgivings and his enthusiasms. It is a document which bears
the imprint of a mind which sought to establish the place of Mormonism in the
larger setting of the United States during its entire one-hundred-year history,
as I think no one had ever done before. Some of DeVoto’s insights are striking
in their clarity and argumentation as, for example, his analysis of the situation of
Mormonism in the Mississippi Valley and what he considered to be its inevitable
collision with its non-Mormon neighbors. He touches upon the appeal of Mor-
monism and some of his most cogent passages are those in which he analyzes
the success of Mormonism both in the United States and abroad. He perceptively
estimates the role of polygamy in the Church and finds it to be less significant
than nearly all previous students had considered it to be. He deals with the
problem of how the leadership of the Church came to choose Utah as the new
home of Mormonism, and pays ample tribute to Brigham Young’s acumen, good
judgment, and administrative skills.

The essay is not, however, without bias and unique emotional coloration
which reflect its author’s point of view. Some of these inclinations are, I believe,
minor and indispensible to DeVoto’s personal style, while some are much more
extensive and subject to debate. Of these, the most important by far is DeVoto’s
attitude toward Joseph Smith and Brigham Young.

DeVoto has no sympathy for Joseph Smith as a man; he is suspicious of his
contribution to the establishment of the Church, and he concludes that in his
final years he was in fact an actual danger to the Church which he had founded.
By contrast, DeVoto grew increasingly enthusiastic about the contribution made
by Brigham Young to the history of Mormonism and he rarely missed the oppor-
tunity to express his admiration for Brigham and his contempt for Joseph.2?
Such a preference is completely consistent with DeVoto’s often stated aversion
to theory and abstraction, which he voiced energetically in his essay “Autobiog-
raphy: Or, As Some Call It, Literary Criticism,” and which forms one of the
leitmotifs of his campaign against Van Wyck Brook’s critical methods during
the 1930s and 1940s. There is also ample evidence that he was strongly attracted
to active public figures. DeVoto admired the accomplishments of Mormonism,
both in the settling of the West and the organizing of an effective society under

“There seems to be a tendency for writers on Mormonism to identify with one of its
two great leaders, and consequently to denigrate the other. Is it perhaps because they
represent two human archetypes which necessarily stand in opposition to each other? Is one
the dreamer, the visionary, the instinctive seeker after truth and enlightenment, while the
other is the organizer, the man of this world, the materialist, and the realist? Must the
student of Mormonism inevitably feel himself drawn to one of these poles? This certainly
appears to be so in DeVoto’s case. DeVoto’s preference for Brigham Young is evident also
in the biographies of Joseph Smith and Brigham Young which he wrote for the Dictionary
of American Biography (1935).
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harsh conditions; he felt no attraction whatsoever to Mormon doctrines or its
founder.?*

“The Centennial of Mormonism” of 1936 stated DeVoto’s fundamental
attitude towards Mormonism, an attitude which was complex and rich with
emotional overtones. While it contained elements of both revulsion and attrac-
tion, it was fundamentally sympathetic with the Mormon experience and its
dominant strain was affirmative and positive. To the end of his life DeVoto was
to retain this attitude in his printed opinions. It is apparent, for example, in
the lyric passages which he wrote in 1938 after a visit to Palmyra, New York.

. . . Here was a story which I had known all my life, which I knew
better than any other in American history. It held as much as any novelist
could ask of farce and tragedy, melodrama, aspiration, violence, ecstasy —
the strongest passions of mankind at white heat; the Kingdom of God and
mob cruelty and martyrdom ; bigotry and superstition and delusion; mystical
exaltation and the purity of faith; ambition and its overthrow, persecution
and social revolt — and all bound up, even more completely and compre-
hensively than Oneida [which he had just visited], with the sweep of a full
century of American life.?

And he concludes that the story of Mormonism is so overwhelming that no novel
could begin to do justice to it.

DeVoto’s infatuation with the Mormon tradition which illuminates this
passage is also apparent in the major work on which he was engaged at the
time, The Year of Decision: 1846, the first and what I believe to be the best
of his historical trilogy devoted to the West. In this book he traces the complexity
of events in that fateful year which were crucial in America’s transition to a
continental nation: the Mexican War, the conquest of California, and the
beginnings of the great westward migration to Oregon, to California, and to
Utah. Therefore it is appropriate that a considerable portion of the book is
devoted to the ruin and evacuation of Nauvoo, the sad, slow march through
Iowa to the Missouri, with a postscript from 1847 concerning the move of the
One Hundred and Forty Three from Winter Quarters to the Valley of Great
Salt Lake. It is a magnificent story and DeVoto does it full justice, quoting
amply from diaries and evoking the sufferings, the miseries, the deaths of men,
women and children in makeshift shelters in blizzards and incessant rains. He
also devotes considerable space to the Mormon Battalion in the book, noting its
role in opening the southern trail to California, but markedly subordinating it
to the stirring events in Iowa and to the west.

The one-sixth of the volume (approximately seventy-five pages) which is
dedicated to Mormonism recounts the events of 1846 and 1847 with only a few
pages devoted to the origins of the Church. Consequently DeVoto had full rein
to express his admiration for Brigham Young who dominated those years, while
neglecting, as the situation allowed, the earlier contribution of Joseph Smith.

Another aspect of “The Centennial of Mormonism” of 1936 which needs investigation
is the question of the influence of the ideas of Vilfredo Pareto (1848-1923) on DeVoto’s
thinking. For a discussion of this issue see Arthur M. Schlesinger Jr.’s essay on DeVoto
in Four Portraits, in particular pages 49-51. Devoto was sufficiently enthusiastic about
Pareto to write four articles about him (see items C 178, C 179, C 180, C 183, and C 185
in the Four Portraits bibilography, p. 152). Pareto’s contribution to “The Centennial of
Mormonism” appears to be the idea that the development of Mormonism in the form it
took was inevitable.

*%«The Easy Chair: Vacation,” Harper’s, 177 (October, 1938), 559.
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His preference for Brigham Young is, if possible, even more marked than in “The
Centennial of Mormonism” (1936). To Brigham he devotes a lengthy and
moving tribute. He is “the foremost American colonizer,” with a “genius of
leadership of foresight, of command of administration, of effective will.” “He
was a great man, great in whatever was needful for Israel.” To Joseph he pays
little attention, scorning him as “crazed”?® and stating repeatedly that the dissolu-
tion of the Church would have been inevitable had it not been for his death.

Although DeVoto writes with conviction and sympathy about the Mormon
migration, he at times interrupts the prevailing tone of his account with outbursts
of petulance and poor taste. Such, for example, are his references to the “smug-
ness” of the Mormons and his sneers at the origins of their Church, their
“hair-trigger martyr complex,” and, finally, to “holy union suits,”?" a term, first
employed in his 1925 “Ogden” essay, which would surely offend the sensibilities
of most Mormons. While it was at least consistent with the one of the “Ogden”
essay, in The Year of Decision: 1846 it sounds a dissonant note which could only
detract from the serious purpose of his history. But drawing a balance, I believe
it is fair to say that in The Year of Decision DeVoto’s admiration for the accom-
plishments of the Mormon settlement of Utah is unquestionable, and aside from
its occasional lapses, this account is one of the most eloquent tributes ever written
to the Mormon pioneers. DeVoto himself believed this to be so. In his “Revalua-
tion” he said:

There can be no questions whatever that that book [The Year of
Decision] contains the most sympathetic treatment of the Mormons ever
published by a Gentile. Any dispassionate mind need only compare it
with, say, Linn or Werner. It is packed full of the most flagrant and even
fulsome praise of the Mormons, condemnation of their oppressors, admira-

tion of their achievements, sympathy with their suffering, patient exposition
of their point of view,?*

While DeVoto is overstating his case, there is no question of his emotional,
if not intellectual, sympathy in this book with his mother’s and grandfather’s
tradition. There is more evidence for DeVoto’s attachment to his home place
in a remarkable, illuminating, and entirely unexpected lyric outburst in this
book, which perhaps more than anything else he ever wrote expresses his yearning
for the lost years of his Wasatch childhood. He is speaking of the land which
the Mormons had chosen for their new home:

It has its hideousness, it has its beauty, nor are they separated in the
depths of any mind that has known them. A hard, resistant folk had found
a hard, resistant land, and they would grow to fit one another. Remember
the yield of a hard country is a love deeper than a fat and easy land
inspires, that throughout the arid West the Americans have found a secret
treasure. . . . There is one who remembers it below the Atlantic fall line,
to whom east is always the direction where you will see the Wasatch ridge
and west the house of the sky where the sun sinks into the lake. The
cottonwood leaves flutter always beyond the margins of awareness. The
streams come out of the mountains to a plain that was greener when one
was young than when Orson Pratt found it. March starts the snows with-
drawing up the peaks that have not changed much, sagebrush is a perfume

®The Year of Decision: 1846 (Boston: Little, Brown, 1943), pp. 443-454; 79.
*The Year of Decision, pp. 82, 324, 325.
*#¢“Revaluation,” pp. 9-10.
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and a stench, and at midnight there is a lighter line along the ridge where
the sky begins. A stern and desolate country, a high bare country, a country
brimming with a beauty not to be found elsewhere.?

Is it any wonder that Robert Edson Lee can say that “he writes at times
like a Westerner in eastern capitivity?”’3°

In the last ten years of his life DeVoto was to write other, briefer statements
about his home state and its Church.?* Of these the most interesting is a passage
which occurs in his Harper’s “Easy Chair” column in 1955. The statement was
occasioned by the prominent roles which two Utah Mormons had achieved in
American affairs in the 1950s, Senator Arthur Watkins, who had emerged as
the leading Congressional opponent of Joseph McCarthy, and Ezra Taft Benson,
appointed Secretary of Agriculture by President Eisenhower. This led DeVoto to
comment on the place of Mormonism in American life, and as usual he chose
to approach the topic from the historical point of view, surveying briefly, sympa-
thetically, and warmly the development of the Mormon tradition:

... The Mormons are a vigorous, industrious, kindly people, who against
great odds, have succeeded in building the most stable society in the West.
Everyone who knows them likes and respects them. We have lately seen,
under a powerful spotlight, an example of the qualities that Mormon
leadership at its best can display. Senator Watkins is typical of that leader-
ship, just, judicious, honorable, courageous, not to be deterred from doing
his duty

If the Mormons have a compulsion to tell everyone at great length
they have been persecuted, it is explained by the fact that for three-quarters
of a century they were shamefully persecuted. They were robbed of their
property, a lot of them were murdered, a lot more of them died of the
hardships that followed. After they got to Utah the federal government
afflicted them with some of the scurviest officials that have ever been
appointed to pay political debts. In the late 1880’s it set out to break up
their political organizations by attacking their religious organization, jailing
such of them as it suspected of polygamy, subjecting others to a test oath,
and confiscating the Church property . . .

For an ugly period lynch law was federal policy. And all this time a
lot of lecturers, writers, and people who called themselves religious reformers
made a fat living by lying about the Mormons — libeling them with every
conceivable kind of false accusation.??

This passage was DeVoto’s last public statement on Mormonism. We may
well ask how sincere it was, since DeVoto at the time was involved in the
McCarthy controversy and it is obvious that he is drawing a parallel between the
Mormons in the nineteenth century and the victims of the McCarthy purges —

®The Year of Decision, pp. 466-467; DeVoto’s ellipses. “A plain that was greener
when one was young than when Orson Pratt found it” was, of course, the land made
verdant by the labors of DeVoto’s grandfather, Samuel Dye.

®“The Work of Bernard DeVoto,” p. 121.

*See, for example, his review of Fawn McKay Brodie’s No Man Knows My History,
“The Case of the Prophet, Joseph Smith,” New York Herald Tribune Weekly Book Review,
22 (December 16, 1945),1, in ‘'which he insisted on his own theory that Joseph Smith was
“A paranoid personality in process of becoming a paranoiac,” but added, “—and this
wholly without prejudice to his personal magnetism or his religious teaching.” He also
wrote fond and nostalgic articles for mass circulation magazines about Utah, such as the
significantly titled posthumous sketch devoted to Ogden, “A Good Place to Grow In,”
Lincoln-Mercury Times, 7 (March-April, 1956), 1-3.

¥“Current Comic Strips,”” Harper’s, 210 (May, 1955), 8-9, 12-15.
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both, he makes clear, suffered from unscrupulous demogagery. But even with
this reservation, I believe that DeVoto is declaring that the war is over and
he is signalling his desire for a reconciliation. Some of DeVoto’s private expres-
sions, such as his letter to a Mr. Kostbar of December 26, 1951,%® might cause
some to question how deeply felt this desire was, if it indeed existed. We do
not know if DeVoto intended to write again on the Mormon tradition, for within
a few months of the time he wrote these lines he was dead as the result of an

unexpected heart attack.
* * * *

It is apparent that DeVoto’s attitude towards Mormonism was very complex
and cannot be neatly summarized. It is my contention that there is a substratum
of good will and deep affection for the Mormon tradition in all but his earliest
published writings. He was profoundly impressed by the accomplishments of
Mormonism which he had seen personally in the good works of his grandfather.
He was aware of the enormous contribution that the Mormon communal method
of settlement had made to the colonization of the West. He knew that the
Mormons had peacefully brought a productive life to the desert where nothing
had been before, in sharp contrast to much of the West where violence and
blood-letting were the rule. But he was never a believer in Mormon dogma
any more than he was profoundly inclined to any system of belief. He was
sceptical, rational, positivist, and suspicious of any undemonstrable truth; this
is obvious in everything he wrote whether fiction, personal essay, history, or
literary criticsm, and it is strikingly so in his writings on Mormonism where he
rarely failed to express his aversion to the origins and doctrines of the Church.
He also succumbed in his writings to the temptation to employ colorful phrases,
which, although they are insignificant in the presentation of his ideas, are
unfair and irritating to the reader. He was aware of this and regretted it. In
his “Revaluation” when speaking of his two early pieces on Utah he wrote:

Why did I write them and write as I did? Well, for one thing I was
a young buck, intoxicated with the newly achieved privilege of publication,
full of wild and yeasty irreverence, and obviously gifted at burlesque and
extravaganza. (That last, I may say parenthetically, is an embarrassing,
occasionally dangerous gift. It has recurrently thrown me throughout my
career and even now sometimes prods me into writing passages which react
against the serious intention of my work. We have been told that a sense
of humor is fatal to a career in politics. It is a handicap to any career in
literature and an extremely serious handicap to a career in social criticism.

®This letter is a good example of the complexity of DeVoto’s attitude toward the
Mormons, for it partakes very much of the spirit of his earliest negative statements. It would
be interesting to know the context in which it was written, for it was obviously dashed off
in a white heat. The letter begins with DeVoto discounting the culture of the Mormons
much as he had done in the Mercury essay. He then evaluates the scholarship on Mormon-
ism, and in doing so betrays a surprising lack of critical objectivity. He next talks about his
early writings and the letter to Thurston. He goes on at length about the use of alcohol
and tobacco among the Saints and launches into a tirade on the missionary program. His
concluding statement is perhaps indicative of his deep-felt ambiguity about the Mormons:
The Mormons are an admirable people, kindly, open-hearted, hospitable, bigoted, in
terror of things that happened a hundred years ago, with a tremendous inferiority
complex, and they have made a hell of a lot of money, and they have performed one
of the prodigies of American sociology. But their doctrines are simply preposterous.
Anybody who can believe any of them can believe any nonsense that human idiocy
could invent.
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It has joined with a habit of using concrete words to keep my stature in
contemporary letters considerably smaller than it probably would have been
if T had expressed myself solemnly and abstractly. In beautiful letters, the
light touch is dangerous.) 3¢

But making allowance for his lapses of judgment and the excesses of his
early defiance, I remain deeply convinced that DeVoto made an irreplaceable
contribution to the study of the Mormon tradition. He understood the power
of its appeal, he knew the importance of its place in Western history, he wrote
powerfully of its significance in the lives of the settlers of Utah. His study
of “The Life of Jonathan Dyer,” his deeply moving account of the Mormon
flight from Nauvoo in the Year of Decision, his exposition of the place of
Mormonism on the frontier — all have enduring significance. Moreover, he was
a poet who better than anyone else who has yet appeared in Utah wrote poig-
nantly and evocatively of his home country, capturing in his books the sweetness
of its air and the color of its mountains. I, for one, would forgive him much
for that.

M“Revaluation,” p. 8. The passage in parentheses is omitted from the version in the
Improvement Era.
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Bernard DeVoto and the Mormons:
Three Letters

Edited and Introduced by Wallace Stegner

As Mr. Fetzer’s article in this issue of Dialogue makes clear, Bernard DeVoto
grew up a Catholic, not a Mormon. What is more, he grew up in a house
dominated by his father, and his father had been a part of the struggle for
control of Ogden between Mormon and Gentile forces around the turn of the
century. That is to say, his father was a Mormon-eater and a friend of Mormon-
eaters. - His mother, often described as an apostate, was nothing so official; she
was a jack-Mormon. Bernard himself, growing up insecure, gifted, romantic,
and literary, always felt himself an outsider; and partly because of his dubious
religious background, partly because of his personal traits of brashness, youthful
boastfulness, and a tendency to profanity, he was not welcome in the homes of
some good Ogden Saints whose daughters and sons were his contemporaries.
When he returned to Ogden after finishing at Harvard in 1920, a broken love
affair, a nervous breakdown, and the absence of the intellectual excitement that
had made Harvard a sort of Heaven all combined with the literary fashion of
the time to make him revolt from his small-town provincial home. When he
came to write about it, he blasted it — first in the novel The Crooked Mile,
then in the essays which, as Mr. Fetzer points out, so infuriated Utahns in 1925
and 1926.

Those essays, DeVoto admits in his letter to Jarvis Thurston, were written
in the Mencken mood. From that jeering mood DeVoto quickly recovered, to
become one of the stoutest defenders of the native American traditions against
the literary internationalists and modernists and Marxists and other critics. Mr.
Fetzer is absolutely right in suggesting that any Mormon or resident of Utah
who retains in his mind that taint of those early youthful and bumptious essays
should read “The Life of Jonathan Dyer,” one of the most touching tributes to
Mormon pioneers ever written.

The correspondence in the DeVoto archive at Stanford University is full
of DeVoto’s feelings about Utah, and his feelings were always complex and
mixed. Even at the height of his disgust with the civilization of his home state,
he was lyrical about its mountains and deserts, in love with its girls and its fruit
and its weather, fascinated by its history. So his “revaluation” in the letter to
Thurston is less a revaluation than a clearing away of personal grievance and
literary fashion, to reveal his real love for the place.

He was never a believer; to the end of his life he refused to take Mormon
doctrines seriously. But he learned to take the Mormon people and Mormon
history and Mormon virtues seriously, and to respect them, and it troubled him
all his life that he was hated in his home state. When the University of Colorado
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gave him an honorary degree in 1948, he was touched because it was the first
recognition he had received from his native region. No such recognition ever
came to him from Utah; while he apparently outgrew his youthful vituperations,
Utah never forgave him.

Though many letters in his files contain passages referring to his relations
with Utah and the Mormons, the letter to Jarvis Thurston remains the fullest
and most explicit statement of his attitudes both early and later. The early
attitude hardly outlasted the articles that expressed it: the letter to Robert Elliott
of the Salt Lake Telegram in 1930 is already well on the way to the position
expressed in the Thurston letter of 1943, reprinted here in its original form.
And if DeVoto’s repudiation of Mormon religious doctrines in the Kostbar
letter of 1951 referred to by Fetzer is still so strong it would be offensive to any
Mormon, it should be noted that he would never have published any such
opinion by then, and that his 1946 letter to Apostle Widtsoe is respectful, friendly,
and grateful for a kind word from the place he fled from as a young man but
never ceased to think of as home.

November 4, 1930
Robert C. Elliott, Esq.
Salt Lake Telegram
Salt Lake City, Utah

Dear Mr. Elliott:

I must ask you to regard this letter as purely a private communication and
must insist on your not publishing any part of it. Later I will write an extended
answer to your questions, which you may publish in the Telegram or put to any
other use that pleases you. Here, however, I desire to speak personally and
so cannot allow you to print what I have to say.

You say, “Tell us explicitly how it may be done.” — that is, how Utah can
be made to produce fine literature. This seems to me a naive request. There
are no recipes for the production of good literature, and no community can
add a cubit to its literary stature by taking thought. Any formula or prescription
that I, or any one else, might give you would be utter nonsense. There is no
specific for art. I can, however, mention a few characteristics of life in Utah
which seem to me to inhibit the growth of literature there, and which in my
opinion must be obviated before writers or artists of any kind can flourish there.

Let me begin with my own experience and your remarks about me. The
first, foremost, and indispensable condition for art is a society intelligent enough,
or educated enough, or sophisticated enough, to permit the free play of intelli-
gence. This requires that ideas of any kind, however offensive to anyone, be
discussed purely as ideas. It means intelligent interest in ideas as ideas. It
means sincere insistence on the right of your most violent opponent to express
himself on any subject even if it be violent denunciation of your ideas. It means
a society eagerly interested in the interplay and mutual interaction of ideas. And
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what is more immediate to my theme, it means the assumption that an idea
is no less sincere for being contrary to what oneself believes. Specifically it
means that when I express ideas about Utah which differ from those which you
hold, you are displaying an offensive form of the obscurantism which prevents
the growth of literature, when you assume that they are not honest and sincere
opinions but dictated by what you speak of as mercenary in one place and
as immediate cash value in another.

Parenthetically I may say that your allegation is by far the decentest that
has been made against me in Utah. I do not object to your particular form of
assumption about me, since it is only impersonally insulting, but my collection
of letters from Utah, now numbering over six hundred (hardly a fifth of them
signed), contains a much more obnoxious obscurantism. I have been called a
thief, a coward, a moral leper, a homosexualist, a defaulter, an adulterer, a
sensualist, and every other opprobrious and obscene term that the resentment
of Utah could devise. The natural impulse of uneducated and Philistine people
is to denounce as some form of immoralist any person whose ideas differ from
their own. Until some change in this habit of mind occurs, no artistic progress
is possible in Utah.

Let me answer your allegation before I go on. I do not remember how
much I received for my first article on Utah in the Mercury, but it could not
have been more than $125.00. The second, I happen to remember, paid me
$180.00. Is it your honest opinion that a man whose fee from such magazines
as the Saturday Evening Post is considerably in excess of ten times this price
will write for such magazines as the Mercury unless he has something to say
and believes in it? Prices apart, why assume, in any event, that the motive is
mercenary? Why not do yourself the credit of assuming that your opponent
is as sincere as you? More than that, why scrutinize the motive at all? An idea
is true or false, or partly true and partly false. What has the motive behind its
expression to do with its truth? The way to oppose an idea is to scrutinize
and analyze it for truth, not to attack the moral character and veracity, or the
mercenary motive of the man who utters it. If the idea is true, it makes no
difference what sort of a man utters it or what his motives are. If it is false,
your job as antagonist is to point out its falsity. If it is a mixture of truth and
falsehood, your job is to determine the amount of each. True or false it must
be opposed by ideas not by insulting accusations about its author.

The first step toward the naturalization of polite letters in Utah must
necessarily be an increase in the ability of Utahns to stand criticism. They must
learn that the man who honestly points out what seem to him defects in their
civilization is not necessarily a murderer or an adulterer. They must learn to
deal with ideas as ideas, not as a means of personal defamation. They must learn
the necessity of upholding the right of anyone to say what he pleases. Freedom
of thought and speech is the first essential of the intellectual life, and until it
becomes possible in Utah any attempts to improve the status of literature must
necessarily fail.

Another essential is the stringent development of self-criticism. This is
especially necessary in the production of literature, even more than in the allied
arts. There is a very definite provincialism in the West, by no means confined
to Utah but characteristic of it. Let any native tenth rater however stupid and
inept, write anything, however tawdry, and the West will pronounce it a master-
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piece merely because a Westerner did it. This is a trait of undeveloped or
unsophisticated societies, and a perfect suffocation of art. When Utah is able
to forget the question of a writer's birthplace and to concentrate on the worth
of what he writes, literature will look up in Utah. If a Utahn produces first
rate art, let us accept him as an artist, a cosmopolitan. Let us not praise him
as a home-town boy. If a Utahn produces something silly and worthless, let us
call it silly and worthless and not excuse him as a home-town boy who must
be encouraged. The best way to encourage good art is to denounce bad art.
And of all places for denunciation to begin, the best place is home.

Again, ability in criticism must develop before there can be progress in
literature. Utah must raise its standards and increase its knowledge. In my
own case three novels, each one of them the product of the most intense work
I am capable of (two of them, incidentally, about Utah — a fact which you
seem unaware of) fell into the void with hardly a sound from Utah, whereas
every trivial and commonplace yarn I published in the Saturday Evening Post is
received with yells of delight from my former companions in the state. That
is one aspect of what I mean. I find another aspect in your editorial. You
link such ephemeral and fourth-rate people as Riley and Nicholson with first-
rate artists like Tarkington and Cather. You join such a pretentious senti-
mentalists as Ruth Stuart with a fine artist like Cable. You throw the ephemeral
Page into a serious discussion which includes names like Robert Frost. You
join O’'Neill and Marc Connelly in one sentence, which is equivalent to joining
Shakespeare and Ella Wheeler Wilcox. And you call a tenth-rate bit of fiction
by Vardis Fisher a classic. This is a woeful lack of discrimination. It springs
from enthusiasm about the literature of the West and things near your heart,
but enthusiasm and optimism are no substitutes for critical judgment, and a
sine qua non for the development of literature is a critical standard that will
distinguish the ephemeral from the permanent, the trivial from the significant.

I may even say, again purely for your ears, that the opinion of Edgar Lee
Masters is hardly important. Precisely as Utah must give up believing that all
adverse criticisms of it are the work of devils, so must it give up the idea that
all flattering criticisms are the work of angels or of geniuses.

With the other side of your polemic I am heartily and wholly in accord.
In Utah and in the Western experience generally there is latent and almost
untouched treasury for the artist. I will say more about this when I write a
public answer to your editorial and letter. I have, of course, published far more
on that side of the ledger than on the other — a fact of which you and my
other Utah antagonists seem completely ignorant. So far as I have a public
personality, it consists almost wholly in arguing in behalf of American themes
and in particular of Western themes. I remember to have received from Utah
not one word of recognition of what I have written in celebration of the West,
and in what you print about me there is no hint of it. Yet my reputation in the
East is almost wholly that of an enthusiastic upholder of Western civilization.
It seems to me demonstrated that the West does not read me except when I grow
violent about the West, and then it decides that I probably beat my wife, or
in your case, that I make untold sums from such cautious and canny people as
Alfred Knopf and Henry Mencken.

If after reading this letter your desire still holds, I will write an article of
three or four thousand words on the subject you propose and give it to the
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Telegram with my compliments. I cannot do so until some time after the middle
of December. I have at last snatched a couple of months free from my manifold
activities and must devote them to finishing my life of Mark Twain. Sometime
between December 15 and January 15, however, I will write such an article,
if you still want me to. It must necessarily be impersonal since I do not care
to discuss my private experiences in print. Let me know if, after this frank
reply, you care to have me do it.

Sincerely yours,

Bernard DeVoto

II

May 14th, 1943
Dear Mr. Thurston:

I have long intended to thank you for your understanding and uniformly
generous reviews of my stuff and defense of me generally in Ogden. I am once
more in debt to you now for an excellent and unquestionably over-kind review
of my new book. But what finally pricks me out of amiable intention into action
is not that review but a clipping which I take to be from Frank Francis’ column
in ‘which he quotes you. I gather that Frank had said something about me in
his column previously but, if he did, my clipping bureau missed it. Well, you
bring up the old question of those two early articles of mine and I'm in a mood
to make a statement about them. I make it to you, to show you how I feel and
think about them today, for your private information. If at any time you care
to quote any part, or all, of what I say, you have my full permission to do so.
But I am not interested in your doing so: I am making an explanation to a
man whom I recognize as a supporter of mine in my home town.

Many years have passed since I would have attempted any justification
whatever of those two articles. They were ignorant, brash, prejudiced, malicious,
and, what is worst of all, irresponsible. They were absolutely in the Mercury
mood of illegitimate and dishonest attack. They represented the only occasions
in my career when I yielded to that mood. I have spent practically all my
literary life attacking other manifestations of that mood, and I have always
regarded my yielding to it on those occasions as an offense which can be neither
justified nor palliated.

There was, and doubtless remains, much in the life and culture of Utah
which could be legitimately criticized. Some of the things I said in those articles
made points which would have been legitimate criticism if I had said them fairly
and objectively — and if the entire mood and atmosphere of the articles had not
been atrociously offensive. It was, and doubtless remains, thoroughly possible
to oppose some of the tendencies and manifestations of civilization in Utah on
reasonable, empirical grounds. But the consideration is irrelevant, since my
criticism and opposition were embodied in a lot of prejudice, irresponsible humor,
and a general yanking out of shirttails and setting them on fire.

I cannot now remember whether I realized as much when I was writing.
Certainly I realized it soon afterward. I believe that everything I have written
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about Utah and the Mormon Church ever since has been fair-minded and
objective. I go farther than that: I think that everything I have written about
them since those articles has been informed by a basic sympathy. But again, that
does not matter . . . except that very little I have since written about them
has been taken into account by the people who go on denouncing me.

Why did I write them, and write them as I did? Well, for one thing I was
a young buck, intoxicated with the newly achieved privilege of publication, full
of wild and yeasty irreverence, and obviously gifted at burlesque and extrava-
ganza. (That last, I may say parenthetically, is an embarrassing, occasionally
dangerous gift. It has recurrently thrown me throughout my career and even
now sometimes prods me into writing passages which react against the serious
intention of my work. We have been told that a sense of humor is fatal to a
career in politics. It is a handicap to any career in literature and an extremely
serious handicap to a career in social criticism. It has joined with a habit of
using concrete words to keep my stature in contemporary letters considerably
smaller than it probably would have been if I had expressed myself solemnly
and abstractily. In beautiful letters, the light touch is dangerous.) For another
thing, I was, if a cocky young fool, also an over-sensitive young fool — and I
had, or thought I had, been widely snooted and derided in Utah for presuming
to desire a career as a writer. Ogden, Utah generally, is a far more sophisticated,
far more cultivated society now than it was when I was growing up there. In
my adolescence I was certainly the only person in the State, male or female,
who aspired to such a career. The fact that such an ambition is now fairly
common there and is treated as a matter of course is a sign, not that I was wrong
and the attitude toward me right, but that the local culture has progressed in
thirty-odd years. At any rate, I was widely treated as a fool on the one hand,
for it must be foolish of me to suppose that I could ever be a writer, and as a
kind of pansy on the other hand, for obviously only the epicene would aspire
to a career so obviously trivial and even sissy as that of a writer. I was, I repeat,
widely snooted and derided on just those grounds. Now unquestionably I exag-
gerated this, but unquestionably also it existed. The attitude was not, at that
time, confined to Utah: it was characteristic of provincial America everywhere
although I think it was more evident in Utah than in most places, for Utah was
nearer than most places to the pioneer society in which literary activity has
always been considered foolish and sissy. I resented it violently — much more
than I should have resented it if I had been older, wiser, more cultivated myself,
or more sophisticated. So I reacted against it when I came to write those articles.
In some degree they were acts of self-vindication, in some degree acts of revenge.

Later on, I deeply regretted having written them. I do not regret them now.
I conceive that the damage they did to Utah was nil — was wholly non-existent.
(In all those years of the Mercury’s slam-bang, indiscriminate derision of
American life, was any attack on any community written that is now remembered
in the community attacked, save only mine? I doubt it. An antiquarian, a
historian of that period, I am familiar with most of those attacks and as I go
about the country I inquire about them. I never find anyone except antiquarians
and historians who remembers them. And most of those people do not remember
them at first hand but have encountered them in research.) They did Utah no
harm and they did me much good. For one thing they succeeded in rousing
a historian’s conscience in me, so that I have never again written anything with-
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out knowing what I was talking about. But, what is much more important, they
have enabled me to understand that period, the youth and young manhood of
my own generation, as I should never have been able to understand it if I had
not both written and repented them. They were absolutely and altogether of my
literary generation. The revolt against the home town and the dishonest attack
on it are type-specimens, absolute stigmata, of the period. My own career in
letters has been in absolute opposition to the main literary current of my time.
From my second novel on to my present book and the one now in manuscript,
I have set myself to oppose the ideas, concepts, theories, sentiments, and super-
stitutions of the official literature of the United States between the two wars. If
T have any significance as a writer, it derives entirely from that fact. And that
fact in turn rests, intellectually, on two realizations; my realization of what I
had done in writing those articles and my realization of what Van Wyck Brooks
had done in evolving and elaborating his system of thinking about American
culture. I could not have understood my literary generation, and certainly could
not have taken a stand in opposition to it, without either experience.

So much for my part. Let me add what I believe to be true about the
reception of those articles in Utah and their subsequent reputation there.

We cannot imagine those articles being written today: the world has changed
too much. Mutatis mutandis, granting the idioms and sentiments of this later
time, if the equivalent of those articles were to be published today, they would,
I think, cause considerably less stir and offense in Utah. The State has grown
more sophisticated, it has come to understand more what intellectual and literary
discussions are, it has become at least a little more tolerant. More people are
accustomed to the play and interchange and expression of ideas. Ideas are more
likely to be received as ideas, not epithets, not insults, no imputations of dishonor.
The booster state of mind, which in the West of the 1920’s was the equivalent
of the vigilante state of mind of earlier days, has lapsed considerably. If I or
someone else were to say the same things today, in today’s idioms, there would be
a lot less fuss.

And yet it is true, I think, that Utah, and especially the Mormon culture, is
extremely sensitive and intolerant to criticism and even to difference of opinion
in which there is no criticism whatever. That is probably true of the West in
general, as distinguished from other sections, even the South, but it is more
true of Utah and the Mormons than the rest of the West. 1 have been, not
surprised, but exceedingly interested to see the old patterns repeated in the
comments I get, in correspondence mostly, about my current book.* There
can be no question whatever that that book contains the most sympathetic treat-
ment of the Mormons ever published by a Gentile. Any dispassionate mind need
only compare it with, say, Linn or Werner. It is packed full of the most flagrant
and even fulsome praise of the Mormons, condemnation of their oppressors,
admiration of their achievements, sympathy with their suffering, patient exposi-
tion of their point of view. Yet I receive a steady stream of vilification on the
old, familiar grounds (you’re a liar, you're a mobocrat, you'’re a homosexual,
you’re a publicity seeker, you're a cheap sensationalist, you're a defiler of the
prophet and an author of filthy pornography, etc.), the Deseret Book Company
holds up its order until it determines whether the book is sanitary or should
be burnt by the public hangman (and how it finally made up its mind I haven’t

*The Year of Decision: 1846
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bothered to investigate), and somebody to me unknown sends my publisher a
copy of a radio script which discusses the book purely in terms of those two old
articles, as if there were nothing else in it. Except for you, nobody in the State
reviews the book. Except for three or four people, and they are friends of mine
mostly, everyone who writes to me damns me for having blasphemed the religion
of which, it is repeatedly pointed out, my mother was a communicant.

Now in the first place I think it is true, as you say in Frank Francis’s column,
that most of these people who are so sore at me have not read the articles.
They know my name as that of a son of a bitch who once wrote a lot of damned
lies about Utah, and then relieves them of any obligation to know either what
those damned lies were or what the present book is. But in the second place,
it is lugubriously true that the orthodox Mormon mind cannot tolerate any
objective treatment of Mormon history whatever. All treatment of the Mormons
must completely accept the Mormon doctrinal, metaphysical, and supernatural
assumptions. If it does not accept them, then it ipso facto prejudiced, unjust,
and libelous. All Mormon actions have always been pure and sanitary; all
criticism of them has always been evil and mendacious. Who is not for them is
against them. That is why the fact that I have presented the Mormons to the
readers of American history more sympathetically and with a more careful
exposition of their relationships to their time than anyone has done before me
goes without recognition in the abuse heaped on me. It is enough that I do
not accept the Mormon assumptions. This is what I have sometimes called the
Mormon inferiority complex. Something of the sort is, of course, a part of all
religious orthodoxy. Yet it is perfectly possible for any writer to handle any
other religion in America objectively and to be answered objectively in turn. It
is not possible of the Mormons, and that is further evidence of their cultural lag.

All this makes no difference to me. I have no desire for Mormon praise
and no need of Mormon approval. Neither do I desire the people of my home
town to pay me any respect whatever. It certainly matters nothing to them
that I have become a writer and, as one, have frequently written about the
West. I should rather have them friendly toward me than otherwise, but I have
become so thoroughly a part of a different society that I am fundamentally
indifferent. I dislike it when I get a letter of fulsome praise from some Ogdenite
who has seen my name in the papers and is impressed by the publicity without
giving a damn for the work and, most likely, without having read it. To the
same degree, I dislike it when I get a letter full of equally ignorant abuse.
I should like to know that there are a few people in Utah who like me, without
reference to my work, and a few who like my work, without reference to me.
And I should like those who dislike my work to dislike it with reference to the
work itself, not with reference to idiocies I committed long ago, which they may
know, besides, only by hearsay.

When one is young and idiotic there may be some ambition to be known
as a final authority, an important writer, a man of distinction and publicity
or even fame. It doesn’t last: one matures. One comes to understand that what
counts is the honesty and thoroughness of the work. I should find it hard to
state exactly what my ambition as a mature man is. It would run something
like this: to do good work, to do work in which I may take some satisfaction
and my friends some pleasure, at the utmost, as Frost once said of Robinson, to
put something on the record that will not easily be dislodged.
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All this doubtless sounds vague and inconclusive. Some weeks ago I came
down with a streptococcus infection, the most serious illness I can remember
having had, and my mind has lacked teeth ever since. I began with some notion
of expressing my thanks to you and my feeling that you read me with much
more understanding and sympathy than most writers get from most readers, and
that in a very warming way you are a friend of mine.

Sincerely yours,
Bernard DeVoto

III

January 8, 1946
Apostle John A. Widtsoe
Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints
The Council of the Twelve
47 E. South Temple Street
Salt Lake City, Utah

My dear Apostle Widtsoe:

I have not seen the Rocky Mountain Review and your letter alarms me
just a trifle. I know what you are talking about for it is a letter that I wrote
to Jarvis Thurston a couple of years ago. The editor of the Review asked me
if he could run it as an article. I told him no and said he could run it as it
was, a letter. What alarms me is your word “essay” which indicates he has not
followed my specification. I dreadfully dislike being put in a position of taking
myself and my work too seriously as must appear if the letter form is not observed.
I am not, I believe, priggish and if anybody is going to talk about what I write
I should prefer to have someone else do it.

I should not have let the Review publish it even as a letter except that
I did welcome the chance to make a public statement that I realize I wrote
like a bumptious fool when the article on Utah came out — something like
a century and a half ago. This is not to say that I haven’t written as various
kinds of a fool since then but I haven’t been that particular kind.

I am very grateful indeed for your letter. I hope there are some others
in Utah who are willing to grant that I feel a deep sympathy and respect for
the Mormon Church although I am a non-believer.

Sincerely yours,
Bernard DeVoto
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The Witty and Witless Saints of a
Nobel Prize Winner

Karl Keller

When it was published in English in 1962, Nobel Prize-winner Halldor
Laxness’ novel about the Mormons, Paradise Reclaimed, went virtually un-
noticed in the Mormon community and, as far as I can tell, is still largely
unknown.! The history and ideology of the Church have been the subject
of only a few works of fiction of quality in the hands of outside observers —
Mark Twain’s Roughing It (1872), William Dean Howells' The Leatherwood
God (1916), Wallace Stegner’s The Big Rock Candy Mountain (1943). Lax-
ness’ novel is the most recent and one of the more interesting. By and large
the works about the Church are in the tradition of frontier literature, but
Laxness’ novel is concerned with larger matters: the innocence of man’s
idealism and the disparity between dreams and realities.

Paradise Reclaimed is in a number of ways perhaps a light-weight novel
(Laxness himself modestly refers to it as a “longwinded, tedious book” and
yet “not entirely devoid of meaning”),? but it is of considerable interest for
its artful and ironic use of nineteenth-century Mormon materials for twen-
tieth-century fiction. Of its composite, Laxness writes:

I travelled to Utah three times because of this book: first time in
1927, second time thirty years later, in 1957; finally in 1961, staying
in Utah for several weeks, staying at the Newhouse Hotel in Salt
Lake City and travelling about with Mormon friends to many places;
after which I went to Lugano, Switzerland, where I stayed until the
next summer (1962), making a final printable copy of this book that
had taken me 35 years to write. The book has appeared in many
languages, among which are all the big languages of the western
world, such as English, French, Spanish, and German.?

Sometimes gently satiric and sometimes ironically owlish in its humor,
the novel is the story of the misadventures of a thickheaded but warmhearted
convert to the Church in Iceland in the 1850s, Steinar Steinsson from Hlidar
in Steinahlidar. As his name suggests, he identifies himself closely with

*Paradise Reclaimed, translated by Magnus Magnusson (New York: Thomas Y. Crowell
Co., 1962). First published under the title Paradisarheimt (Reykjavik: Helgafell, 1960). Other
works of interest by Halldor Laxness are Salka Valka (1936), World Light (1940), Independent
People (1946), The Happy Warriors (1958), The Atom Station (1961), The Fish Can Sing
(1967). Laxness was awarded the Nobel Prize for literature in 1955.

*’In a letter to this writer, 13 July 1971.

*Ibid.
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his fatherland, its sagas and heroes, its blessed poverty and continuing
belief in a miraculous universe. It is appropriate that the novel begins and
ends with Steinar trying to keep the stone walls of his forefathers in place.
Through the characterization of Steinar there is a juxtaposition of the
Golden Age of Viking heroes and modern man with his struggles and foolish-
ness. Steinar too is heroic in his spiritual journey from Iceland to Utah —
and just as insubstantial.

In a decidedly non-heroic age and a hardship-ridden place, dreaming of
a real earthly paradise is all one has. Such a dream, Laxness is saying, is
what the Mormons and the Icelanders had in common in the nineteenth
century. In the novel, America and the communal life among the Mormons
become a symbol of Steinar’s dreams of a better, even a heroic, life. But the
dream is as foolish as it is stimulating. The paradise Steinar finds is less
than otherworldly. Better stick to the earth than follow one’s dreams too far!

In a land like Iceland, Laxness writes fondly, where joy had been banned
by Danish kings for centuries and where men “cannot even achieve the min-
imum of human virtue because of their poverty,” Mormonism came as a
rescue and refuge to innocents like Steinar Steinsson. Their simplicity and
simple-mindedness are the result of a land without entertainments, love,
money, light indoors, or understanding of the human heart. The Icelanders
“understood God, many could understand sheep (more or less); none the
heart,” Laxness writes, and so were sometimes attracted to Utopian ideas
“with their unreliable heads and even more undiscriminating hearts.” In
the hard Icelandic life a man like Steinar is “overwhelmed with the news that
Zion was to be found on earth, with vacancies available.”

After a while, Steinar revealed his curiosity to see this country that
the King of Hosts had indicated as part of the true doctrine. If all
the needs of soul and body were provided in that country, then
Steinar thought it obvious that Joseph Smith propounded a truer
doctrine than the Danish kings, and he wanted his children to bene-
fit therefrom. Hence it followed that he, old Steinar of Hlidar, on
behalf of himself and his family, should become a disciple of this
revelation. . . .4

Steinar moves from dream to dream — that he has a wonderhorse, that
he can please the Danish king by making a special little casket, that he can
find paradise in America, that life in a Mormon community will bring him
the kind of happiness that perhaps only substantiality of purpose and power
of mind can bring. His impracticality in such matters is seen in his ina-
bility to commit himself with a yes or no, his easy infatuation with whims
and indifference to matters of his family’s survival, and the naive adoration
he inspires in others. Like many others in the nineteenth century, Steinar
simply has a hankering after the Ideal — a spring of pure mineral water in
Copenhagen, the company of royalty, making bricks that will last a millen-
nium, the Mormon paradise in America.

The man who makes it possible for him to realize something of his
idealism is a Mormon missionary, Bishop Didrak. Steinar is drawn to him
because “his whole appearance bore witness to some exceptional experience.”

‘Paradise Reclaimed, 245, 92, 132, 125.
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On one occasion, Steinar refuses to lend his horsewhip when others want to
beat Didrik, and on another, he frees him when bound and gagged outside
a Lutheran church on the sabbath. “You must be a fearless sort of a man,”
Steinar says to him. “It’s just as well, if you have to put up with injustice.”®

Didrik’s preaching across Iceland gains enough souls to form a small
Mormon community at Land Isles and to convince enough Icelanders to
emigrate and form a small community at Spanish Fork in the Utah Territory.
For Steinar and other Icelanders, Didrik characterizes Mormonism in terms
of sacrifice and devotion:

Only the man who sacrifices everything can be a Mormon. . . . No
one will bring the Promised Land to you. You must trek across the
wilderness yourself. You must renounce homeland, family, and pos-
sessions. That is how to be a Mormon. And if you have nothing but
the flowers that people in Iceland call weeds, you must take your
leave of them. You lead your young and rose-cheeked sweetheart
out into the wilderness. That is how to be a Mormon. She carries
your baby in her arms and hugs it close. You walk and walk, day
after day, night after night, for weeks and for months, with your
belongings on a handcart. Do you want to be a Mormon? One day
she sinks to the ground from hunger and thirst, and dies. You take
from her arms your baby daughter who has never learned to smile;
and she looks at you with questioning eyes in the middle of this
wilderness. A Mormon. But a child cannot get warm against a
man’s ribs. Few can replace a fathetr, none a mother, my friend.
Now you trudge alone across the wilderness for miles and miles with
your daughter in your arms; until one night you realise that the
biting frost has nipped the life from these tiny limbs. That is how
to be a Mormon. You dig a grave with your hands and bury her in
the sand, and put up a cross of two straws that blow away at once.
That is how to be a Mormon. . . .

If they are willing to endure such privations, Didrik offers the people of
Iceland a promised land among the Mormons. His logic: because the Mor-
mons prosper, their doctrine is therefore true. To Didrik it is an indisput-
able fact that the new paradise exists and that it is functional. For Steinar
and a few others in Iceland that is enough.

For the portraits of both Steinar and Bishop Didrik in his novel, Laxness
used as his sources two nineteenth-century Mormon journals in Icelandic.
Of his interest in these writings Laxness writes:

Paradise Reclaimed is based on two books written in Icelandic by
Mormon authors. One of them, which I read as a schoolboy, is an
autobiographical sort of document composed by the Icelandic farmer
Erik(ur) Olafsson, a Mormon convert who lived in Utah for a number
of years in the late nineteenth century and whose progeny I met in
Provo, Utah (they had given up Mormonism though). Erik Olafsson
himself went to Iceland as a missionary, but lost his faith on the
way and invented a new religion for himself and his family. The
other book was a pious treatise, partly translated from the English,
put into Icelandic by a Mormon missionary bishop who went to
Iceland several times on missionary expeditions and was mistreated

*Ibid., 217, 46.
°Ibid., 49.
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by Lutheran rabble there. Some of his adventures as a Mormon
missionary in Iceland are retained in my novel as well as, partly,
his name (Bishop Didrik; his real name in Icelandic was Thordur
Didriksson). He was a fine man and a great character, and I became
acquainted with some of his descendants in Utah and even saw the
fifth generation from him there. One of my best friends here in
Iceland is Mrs. Kristin, the daughter of Gudmund Didricksson, who
was a younger brother of Bishop Thord(ur) Didrik(sson). These are
wonderful people; whether they live in Utah or in Iceland does not
matter.”

To both Steinar and Didrik in the novel, as with their real-life counter-
parts, Laxness attributes ideals that both trap and ennoble them. They are
made as lovably innocent as their counterparts and as narrowly wise.

After becoming acquainted with Mormonism in Iceland only in passing,
Steinar leaves for Copenhagen. He has given his best pony to the king and
has spent an entire winter on a second gift that he takes to him, an intricate
casket accompanied by a poem. He visits the king but gets only pictures of
the royal family in return. All of his chasing after his dreams turns out the
same, but he is satisfied. He survives by a happy innocence. The irony of
such naive idealism is that it is so easily satisfied.

As the story progresses, Steinar is about to return home to his family at
Hlidar when Didrik talks him into going to America to become a Mormon.
He leaves, hopeful of the Utopian pleasures ahead of him. For him it is a
fairly easy transition from Danish mineral water to cold Rocky Mountain
water, from wooden caskets to the design of the Salt Lake Tabernacle, and
from Icelandic sagas to Mormon scriptures. “When you eventually reach
journey’s end in Salt Lake Valley,” Didrik instructs him, “do nothing except
ask for the main road to Spanish Fork, and say you are from Iceland.
Everyone will kiss you in welcome.” Heartily welcomed in the new paradise
by Didrik’s wives and others, Steinar is not bothered by the fact that Utah
is a place “where freedom grew, but no grass.” To Steinar it becomes the
place where “man had achieved prosperity through having correct thoughts.”s

The disparity between Steinar’s dream and the realities of the world
is emphasized by Laxness in the shift of scene from mist-shrouded Iceland
to the desert flats of Utah. After Steinar deserts his family for America to
play with his dream of an earthly paradise, his livestock and farm are ruined
back in Iceland, his family becomes desperately destitute, his daughter is
made pregnant by the local lecher. In Zion, Steinar (now baptized Stone P.
Stanford) works very hard as a bricklayer, symbolic of his eagerness to help
lay a foundation for the Mormon Utopia, but it is all less than heaven to him.

In the scope of the novel, Laxness allows his characters a full range of
views of the Mormon Paradise. To the frozen-hearted Icelanders, the Mor-
mon Zion is “that arsehole of a place on the other side of the moon. .
Compared with [Mormonism], it’s a blessing to be able to see your loved
ones to the graveyard.” Others who have joined the Church but are not
entirely satisfied are more social: “Other things being equal, I prefer to

"Letter, July 13, 1971.
8Paradise Reclaimed, 128, 241, 158.
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follow the folly of man, for that has brought him farther than his wisdom.”
But those who share Steinar’s enthusiasm see it as the place where Brigham
Young has led people to “a greater bliss in this world and the next than
most other leaders have ever achieved.”?

The Mormons are satirized on only a few points in the novel: excessive
enthusiasm over mundane and material matters (immigrants go to Utah on
the promise of “Good Times”) and an occasional lack of charity (a woman
is an outcast for associating outside the Church), but no greater and no
worse than in other communities. By and large the portrait is a sympa-
thetic one. Everything in Utah testifies to “the cosmic wisdom” of the
Church, and polygamy is described in terms of its sympathy for homeless,
helpless women. Of his care in writing sympathetically about the Church,
Laxness comments:

Imperative to me when writing Paradise Reclaimed was never to
give anybody a reason to think that I wanted to imply that the
Mormon idea was in any way inferior to other comparable sets of
thought known to me, for instance, Lutheranism, Catholicism, Islam,
or Marxism. If I had become a cropper on that point I would have
considered my book a failure. Under no circumstances would I
admit that Mormonism, anymore than any other similar doctrine,
was only of value to the naive and innocent. I submitted my book
to two good friends, one a Mormon, Federal Judge Sherman Chris-
tensen of Utah, the other an agnostic, the eminent Nordic medi-
evalist and philologist, Professor Jén Helgason of the University
of Copenhagen, asking their opinion on whether the book was biased
and opinionated in regard to Mormons or not. Judge Christensen
wrote to me that he could not see that my novel was in any way
inimical to Mormons or Mormonism, and Professor Helgason told
me that it was beyond his capacities to find out whether the author
was a man who declined Mormonism altogether or a regular Mor-
mon believer.1°

Laxness is reverent and respectful, even amid his reservations. The novel,
as Virginia Sorensen has noted, is neither for nor against Mormons but for
mankind in his age-old quest for an elusive paradise.'!

Where Laxness has his greatest fun writing about America and Utah
as a Promised Land is in watching the Mormons regard their material
possessions as a sign of God’s favor. (“What is the extension of the Golden
Book itself if it is not a sewing machine?”) The Mormons of the novel
feel they have “achieved prosperity through having correct thoughts.” They
therefore live by a somewhat self-righteous Puritan Ethic: “The man who
has the best doctrine is the one who can prove that he has the most to eat.”
The claim to truth and revelation in daily affairs and mundane matters is
viewed whimsically by Laxness:

Salt Lake City is a place, of course, where the highest truth is a
little complicated in parts, as is only to be expected; but the more
simple facts are more obvious than in other cities. It is quite im-
possible to get lost in it. One can see the whole city lying in its

°Ibid., 185, 188, 147, 139.
Letter, 13 July 1971.
uNew York Times Book Review, 18 Nov. 1962, p. 67.
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basin under the Wasatch Mountains. It is laid out according to the
fundamental principles of logic and the first diagrams in the geom-
etry book. One always knows where one is in that city; and one also
knows at once in what direction and how far away other places
in the city are. It is a city where the cardinal points have been re-
vealed to people through God’s inscrutable power and grace. For
a man newly-arrived from a country where the nation had grown
bent at the knees from riding too much along narrow tracks — was
it any wonder that he was impressed by the fact that God had pre-
scribed in public writ that the streets there should be as wide as
the home-fields in Steinahlidar?

Was it likely that the streets of Zion in Heaven were any wider
than these streets in Zion on earth??

It is a paradise that has built into it the human virtues of hope, endurance,
and good will, but also the human frailties of otherworldly innocence, self-
satisfaction, and expectations of the world that are too high. As a result,
it is evidence of man’s virtues but at the same time a little elusive.

Steinar finds that out eventually. The Mormon Utopia begins to disin-
tegrate when polygamy is persecuted by the Feds. Bishop Didrik has to go
into hiding. The one sewing machine in Utopia (“a token of the victory
of the All-Wisdom here in Spanish Fork™) is sold. Houses and fields deteri-
orate. Steinar’s friend, Pastor Runolf, goes back to Lutheranism. And Steinar
himself goes back to Iceland as a missionary for the Church, but when re-
ceived there with “amiable indifference” and converting no one (“Not a
living soul in the town went out of his way to hear about the good country
where peace reigned and truth lived”), he goes back to his old farm. Like
his real-life counterpart, Erik Olafsson, Steinar plans to stay in Iceland,
“laying stone against stone in these ancient walls, until the sun went down
on Hlidar in Steinahlidar.”® At the end, Steinar poses the eternal question
of the returning immigrant — whether as much of the Ideal that man can
know might not be found at home just as much, or as little, as elsewhere.

In Spanish Fork, Utah, where the people of this novel are claimed on
a granite monument to have been the first Icelandic settlers in America
since Leif Ericson, Halldér Laxness’ novel has not been received well. “Some
of Utah’s descendants,” writes Virginia Sorensen, “have already read the
story of Steinar, . . . and they are not particularly pleased that Mr. Laxness
chose to write of the more earthy and ‘common’ of their ancestors.”** Laxness
himself has been aware of the novel’s reception in Spanish Fork:

It is lamentable if the local people of Spanish Fork, not accustomed
to reading serious fiction, and least of all fiction about their own
local surroundings, were feeling unhappy about my book; and that
my book perhaps only contributed to provoking in them an infer-
iority complex as they probably did not find my portraiture as shiny
as the color prints on their walls. Only, I am sorry to say, this is
the general psychology and fixed rule with local people when they
find their home represented in fiction complete with proper names

2Pparadise Reclaimed, 158, 164, 143.
BIbid., 241, 252, 249, 254,
“New York Times Book Review, 67.
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of persons and places and so forth. We all want to be treated as
saints and heroes combined. I have had that experience so often
that I can talk of it as a common rule. My last novel was a micro-
cosmic church history of the world in which I was using a very small
valley parish in Iceland as a pretext and paradigm. The farmers in
this little valley complained that I was smearing and scandalizing
them and selling them down the river.1s

In spite of its reception, the novel remains one of the best fictional explora-
tions of the Mormon experience, universalized, to be sure, as a comment
on the Utopian in all of us.

“Letter, 13 July 1971.

54



Maurine Whipple’s Story of
The Giant Joshua

as told to Maryruth Bracy and Linda Lambert

When Ernest Hemingway's FoR WHom THE BeLL ToLLs was on the national
best-seller lists in 1941, so was Maurine Whipple’s THE GIANT JosHUA, a
637-page novel about the settling of the Utah Dixie Mission in the 1860s. The
novel, which won the Houghton-Mifflin prize in creative writing, received mixed
reviews, but essentially was well received, except in Utah. In a cover story in
the SaTurDAY REVIEW for January 4, 1941, Ray B. West, Jr. said, “The book
as a whole . . . makes excellent readings, and it catches one side of the Mormon
story neglected in Vardis Fisher's ‘Children of God’ . . . , and that is the
tenderness and sympathy which existed among a people dogged by persecution
and hardships, forced to battle an inclement nature for every morsel of food
they ate, and to struggle for every moment of genuine happiness. In this
interview-story, Ms. Whipple recounts some of her experiences before, during
and after the writing of THE GIANT JOSHUA.

I had a girlfriend and ever since I knew her when she was in the eighth
grade, she always said, “I'm going to be a writer. I'm going to be a steady
contributor to Cosmopolitan when I'm thirty years old.” I never said that
because I didn’t think I was good enough. I wasn’t one of those people who
say, “I'm going to be a writer.”

I was interested in writing, but I never dreamed that anyone from St.
George, Utah could ever write anything that anyone would want to read. I just
didn’t think that anyone in the whole world would want to publish anything
written in St. George, so I thought maybe I could do something with teaching
or playwriting or drama. I said to myself, well, good heavens, only smart people
wrote books. I never could pronounce words. I was always saying things like
pitchurescu [picturesque] and things like that.

The last year I taught school was up in Idaho in a primitive community.
I got appendicitis and to recuperate I went into the county seat and got a room
in a hotel and stayed there a couple of weeks. I amused myself, as I always have
done, by writing something. When I started writing, I never knew what it was
going to turn out to be. I still don’t. It’s not a very disciplined way of doing it.
You know, there are two kinds of writing. There’s the art and there’s the craft.
The people are lucky who learn the craft but I never had a chance to do that.
All T know I was born knowing and it’s more or less an art that you’re born
with. Anyway, this turned out to be a short novel of about 30,000 words called
“Beaver Dam Wash.”

At a writers conference in Boulder, Colorado, the critic John Peale Bishop
singled me out from other writers of first novels. Bishop and I — and TI’ll never
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forget it — we sat on the back steps of the fraternity house where he was staying
that summer until four o’clock in the morning talking. He told me that out of
all the first novels he’d ever read, mine was the only one that was funny. And
it was unforced humor. I hadn’t tried to be funny. He also said there was no
breast-beating in it. Most autobiographical novels, first novels, are just full of
how tough the world’s been and you beat your breast and cry aloud to the stars
and all that. Most beginning writers are pretty melodramatic. Well, this wasn’t
about me at all. It had nothing of me in it except the country, and he couldn’t
get over that. He told me that I had this innate gift and that it was the only
humor he had ever seen that was absolutely unforced. I didn’t even know it
was funny. He also told me that I could be one of the greatest women writers
of my time, if I had a little help. He told me that I would have to have some-
thing like a decent environment and some encouragement. I had to have people
In other words, I couldn’t be beaten down all the time. He said that if I could
have peace of mind, food, and a place to live . . . , but of course, I've never had
any of that. That’s been the trouble.

Ford Maddox Ford was at the conference and was impressed to ask “first
refusal rights” on “Beaver Dam Wash” and took the manuscript to Houghton-
Mifflin in Boston. Ferris Greenslet, the man that Giant Joshua was dedicated
to, became my editor there. He was the vice-president of Houghton-Mifflin.
I was told he was the best editor in the United States at that time. And I guess
he’d be one of the best in the world.

An editor can mean a lot to you. You see, you can’t see the forest for the
trees. Even when you put your stuff in the ice box and let it cool and go back
a month or two later, you still can’t see everything you should see, the way an
outsider can. That's why an editor is worth his weight in gold. It isn’t every-
body who can read the first two or three chapters of a work or even the first
draft and see the potential; in other words, see what can be created as a whole
from a very small part. It takes a very special kind of imaginative empathy
to do it. Greenslet was an old man then; his younger days had been spent with
writers like Gertrude Atherton and Willa Cather. Well, you see, those were
the days when women writers were rare in this country and when writing as
an art had a place and a woman writer was looked up to.

Greenslet thought I was so young that it wouldn’t matter if I made a lot
of money or not. I never, never, never could make him understand that the
West was not still full of wild Indians. He wouldn’t come as far as Chicago;
he always said there was nothing to see. But Greenslet wrote to me and said
he’d give me a contract on this beginning book, this little book. “But it’s got
to be made a little bit longer,” he said. I’d have to write another chapter.
I'd have to drum it up, pad it, and I didn’t want to do that. He said, “It’s better
to launch a young writer on a longer book — it’s better for your career.” So
I wrote back and told him I'd had this idea for The Giant Joshua as long as
I could remember. He asked me if I could write a synopsis of it, so I did. I've
still got it. It's the synopsis of the three generations. What I was interested
in was the evolution of the Mormon idea, and I'd had that in mind, including
the plot, ever since I was in grade school. So I sent it to him. He said, “Will
you write us a chapter?”

Some of the old people were alive then — Uncle Charlie Seegmiller was 95,
Aunt Jane Blake was 90 something — and I just went and talked to them.
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I got so immersed in that era — reading everything and wandering the hills
and sitting upon the red hills and visualizing everything — that it was almost
as if T had lived through it myself.

Anyway, I wrote the first chapter almost the way it exists today. In fact,
I remember I started the first sentence by saying something about Clory moving
on the black lava rock and finding it still warm although it was the first of
December. I sent thjs back to him and he wired back. He said, “There’s such
a tremendous difference between what you’ve done in ‘Beaver Dam Wash’
and what you’ve done in this that we’d rather start with The Giant Joshua.”
He said “Beaver Dam Wash” was infantile compared to this other.

I never knew that Houghton-Mifflin had a literary fellowship. They offer
a sum of money — it’s $2,500 now, it was $1,500 then — to an unknown writer
on an unknown book. They gamble it, and they give you a percentage of the
royalties. I sent in character studies plus a complete synopsis.

I went up to the butcher at Mathis Market and I begged butcher paper.
I cut it in sheets. Finally, I used to go up to the newsstand and get mill ends.
In front of my desk, I had each character. Like Abijah. I'd have what he
looked like when the book started, everything about him. If he had ingrown
toenails, I put it down. I put down what he must have been thinking about,
what he was like in his youth, where he came from, did he have any brothers
and sisters, what made him tick. And then, as the story went on, I would put
how he changed, why he turned into what he was.

So I sent in the part of my book and he wrote back and said that he was
positive I was fellowship material and wanted me to quit my job. Everybody
who’d ever known me had a fit. My father just told me I was wasting my
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time writing when I could make good money. He was a carpenter, he had a
family, and he didn’t have much to live on — nobody did in St. George. It was
always a poor town. And everybody thought I was crazy because I'd had to
work so hard to get through school and at last I had a chance to have a little
money, to live a little, and I was throwing it all away for a pipe dream. They
could not understand that writing was something that I loved doing.

My folks never have accepted the fact that my writing amounted to any-
thing. My father died a year ago and he’d been mad all his life. He said,
“You could teach school.” When I came home from New York, by father said,
“Well, it’s a vulgar book.” You remember those books in the old days, when
the saints were always saints and the villains were always villains. Writing
today isn’t in the romantic vein at all. It’s realistic writing; it'’s a lot better.
In those days they made everything up.

I went through an awful lot just for a chance to apply for the fellowship.
I used to teach tap-dancing after school was out and I'd do my research in the
morning and then I'd work at night and lots of times I'd work all night long.
I discovered that the best stuff came to me when I was so exhausted I could
no longer think logically and I'd go to bed. And right when I was dozing off,
then the words would start coming. I never analyzed it, but I know now that
it's the subconscious that writes for you. I didn’t know what it was; I just knew
that the real creative stuff that I didn’t have to dig for, that I knew was right,
came to me when I was half-asleep, when my conscious mind no longer functioned.

Anyway, by spring I think I weighed less than a hundred pounds. I didn’t
have enough to eat. I worked in a cold room all night long, wrapped up in
blankets with a hot pad draped on me. My hands would get stiff with cold
and I couldn’t push the pencil. I wrote longhand because it’s easier for me to
think like that. To save me time they arranged for me to send each chapter
back to Greenslet. Every time I'd write a chapter I'd get an immediate response
from Greenslet. He’d say, “Here’s the way I test writing ability and sentence
structure. I stick a pen in the middle of a page and if a sentence bleeds, then
it isn’t good rhetoric. But if it holds together, if it doesn’t bleed where I stick
my pen, then it’s all right no matter how long it is.” And he had another way
of saying don’t be too flowery: “The more the marble wastes, the more the
statue grows.” I learned a great deal from him. Well, after each chapter,
he’d say, “This is better than the one before.” Finally in February they began to
grade. He said, “Give up your job, I'm sure you’re going to win this.”

Well, everybody told me I was crazy. I was just inundated with letters
and personal visits and phone calls from people who told me I was absolutely
out of my mind. I mean, for giving up a sure thing because a thing like this
just wasn’t heard of. If you wanted to be a writer, you spent ten years struggling.

At that time we didn’t have a Western Union in St. George, and nobody
did any long-distance calling. I think it was June 14, 1938 and the phone rang.
It was Western Union calling from Cedar City and the man read me this long
telegram over the phone and it said, “Congratulations, you are the winner of
this year’s Houghton-Mifflin Fellowship.” I don’t know how many entries there
were, but an awful lot, and they were from all over the world. It was quite a
thing to win it, but nobody in my family was excited about it or thought anything
about it. Nobody in town. I wasn’t even mentioned in the local paper. You see,
it was something that was unheard of. If you’d have gotten a story in the

58



Relief Society Magazine, that would have been a great thing, or even a para-
graph in the Deseret News, but nobody knew it existed, nobody knew what it was.

Anyway, they insisted that I come east. So I went east and it was some-
thing I’ll never, never forget. I wanted to have some fun. But to Greenslet
and the others, they could only speak of their stable of writers. I'd worked terribly
hard all my life and I hadn’t had a chance to play. They couldn’t see that.
All they could see was that I was a potential — well in the first place, a curiosity.
Also I was a potential money-maker. Also, I had a talent. To people like that,
if you have a talent, that’s all that counts. But it wasn’t all that counted to me.
I wanted to finish the book but what I wanted more was to get married and
have a big family. Or at least a family. And have a little fun in my life. That
didn’t mean a thing to Greenslet. That would have been wasted energy. It was
just two opposite poles of thought.

While I was writing my book I lived on $50 a month. What Greenslet did
was to tell me that they would pay $50 for each chapter I wrote. Well, gosh,
one of my chapters, by the time I got through with it, took at least a month,
and that meant sometimes writing around the clock. It was a thing he never
understood. Because he didn’t realize that I looked up every single word, every
historical reference. Even the botany and the biology and all that. It seemed
to me that if I created an era, I had to be true to it. So I had to look up
costumes and clothes, even the dialect they used. Well, it took a long time.

On the day I wrote the last word, I rushed into the street; I'd finished
the book and I expected stars to crash and comets to blaze and nothing happened.
The “spit and whittle” gang looked up and said, “Well, there’s that fool woman
with another mental aberration.”

I had a tough time, a really tough time, before it was published because
they had to have a photograph of me that looked like a writer, and I couldn’t
get one taken. But finally, after struggling over it for three weeks, the photog-
rapher and I did get something out that looked, well, human. I sent it to
Boston with the explanation that having my photograph taken was like wrestling
with Satan on the mountaintop. The publishers wired back that it looked to
them as if Satan had won!

When the day came for publication, I had to go east for the big autograph
party. I claim I’'m the only person who went from St. George to Boston by
bus and back again and lived to tell about it! I had to go at my own expense, too.
I tried to get out of it but they wouldn’t let me. I couldn’t make them under-
stand that I needed every cent of that money. Well, I went east expecting to
make $3,000. To get through the three years it had taken me to finish The
Giant Joshua, 1 had had to borrow $2,000. I told Greenslet before I made the
trip that I owed $2,000 and it had to be paid out of the first money I got. When
I got to New York, here came a letter that had been forwarded to St. George
and forwarded again to New York, telling me I had only made $2,000. Also,
on the day the book was published, my dad hornswaggled the postmaster in
St. George to give him the first copy, and I never knew what had happened to
it until a long time afterward. When I got to Houghton-Mifflin they gave me
a check for $2,000 and I turned around and wrote every bit of it out in checks.
Within an hour I had a book published and I was completely broke. They
had to give me the money to go to New York. The whole world fell in on
my head.
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In New York, I changed hotels twice because I was in the papers too much.
There’d be just mobs. All the maids and the bell hops and everybody else would
want autographed copies. Complete strangers would stop me on Fifth Avenue;
they’d see my picture in the paper and wanted an autographed copy. Well, you
see, everybody thought I was rich. And I had to give this lecture in the literature-
of-the-day class at Columbia in order to get enough money to come home on.
Then, of course, there was some money after that. But then when the money
did start to come in, the next year, my sister’s husband was in an accident and
crushed his spine. So I took them over with what money I made for the next
ten years.

One of the fan letters I got was from the great-great-grandson of Brigham
Young. He worked at a bank in Berkeley. He said, “I’ve been awaiting the
Great American Novel and you’ve given it to us. But the only thing I can’t
understand is how so old a woman could have written so big a book.” Well,
he thought I'd been raised with the pioneers. He thought I must be quite over
a hundred.

A critic in Chicago (I got some awfully funny reactions) — Fanny Butcher,
the famous critic — she was quite an old gal when she wroté this. She said she
couldn’t understand how anybody could talk like that about polygamy without
a personal experience. She said that the only conclusion she could reach was
that I must have been born experienced because I had given a keyhole view
of polygamy.

Sterling North — he’s a writer, he does children’s books — wrote a review.
You know, my book gets to some men; it makes some men mad, just furious;
they relate to Abijah so much. Anyway, Sterling North wrote a review and it
sold books. He’d tell the story and every once in a while, about every other
paragraph, he’d stop and come out of the story and say, “Lady, lady, I'm not
like that.” All the way through it. And at the end he said, “The only consola-
tion I can see for the old bulls that took the westward trek is that few, if any,
ever had to take to their bosoms a female novelist”” I've had some funny
reactions to that thing.

Well, the joke about Giant Joshua is that the publishers had been absolutely
convinced — we’d had a long argument — that this was going to be put on the
required reading list by the Church because they thought it was so flattering
to the Mormons. I'd never been able to convince them that the Mormon Church
wouldn’t think like that. And they said, “Well, heavens, this is a great book;
look what it does for the Mormons.” And I would say over and over, “Well, that
depends on whether or not the Mormons read it.” None of the Church leaders
ever read it, but they condemned it. They condemned it! For instance, one
member was quite disgusted and he said, “I don’t know why you couldn’t have
written about the real Mormons up here in Salt Lake City.”

The Giant Joshua has been translated into German, French, Italian, all the
main languages except Chinese and Russian. During World War II, the biggest
bookstore in London bought two American books to tide people over during
the blitz: one was the Audubon with all the bird pictures and the other was
mine.

One interest my novel had for many people was the polygamy part. You
see, the thing about polygamy is that the spirit that prompted it didn’t die out.
Men went on thinking that they should do this. It sort of bred a feeling that
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they — at least among the Mormons here in Utah — that women were lower
than men; they were chattel. Well, I had been brought up on these early stories,
and especially from talking to the old people, I knew that their dreams, their
realities, their goals, were a lot different than the things that had come about.
See, in that second generation, my father’s generation, this resentment was very
widespread, because those children were the sons and daughters of polygamy. If
you want to read something, read Sam Taylor’s Family Kingdom. He and his
brother Ray had to wait until all their immediate family was dead before they
were allowed to write this. It’ll give you an idea of what some of those kids went
through.

I'll tell you what the Mormon Church has got to do. It’s got to get rid of its
authoritarian attitude. It had its place in the early days, but it doesn’t now. You
can’t say to people, “Do this because I tell you to do it.” You can’t do that
anymore. This generation just isn’t going to accept it.

You see, the one thing the Mormon society is backward in is culture. They’re
fine in music; I mean, after all, it’s hard to be anti-Mormon in music. But in
writing — anytime you put words down — you have to say something. You look
at any primitive society’s writing and it is the last form of culture that comes into
being, the very last.

People have asked why I came back to St. George to live. Well, I couldn’t
live in California when Collier’s went out of business. The climate was too
hard on me down there. I knew I'd have troubles, but I didn’t think it'd be so
bad. I kept kidding myself that if I just found a place and lived in my little
corner and didn’t bother anybody, they wouldn’t bother me. I've got friends,
but it isn’t so much that people are worried about the anti-Mormon thing. It’s
just that a local girl did this, and the publicity continues and people resent it.
I didn’t know this until it happened.

When I was working on The Giant Joshua that first winter, one of the
teachers at Dixie College saw me on the street and he threw a quarter at me
and he said, “You might as well pick it up; this is all you’ll ever be worth.”
See, everybody made fun of me for thinking I could write a book. My editor
said to me, “I just can’t believe that anybody from St. George, Utah can read
and write.” He said, “I can’t believe that this book could have been written by
a young girl.” Others say, “Oh well, it’s your book and you think you’re so
important. We don’t care about it.”

Perhaps I never should have come back here. One friend said, “Maurine,
you have to realize that St. George isn’t the United States.” It isn’t. St. George
doesn’t go by the same laws. You can violate anything here. The only thing
you can’t violate here and get away with is getting caught! That’s the only
sin there is. All these small Mormon towns are just about as bad. I’'m on what’s
known as public welfare, which, in Utah, is $90 a month. Imagine trying to
run a house on $90 a month. It’s a good thing I’ve got friends. I can’t get
anything in St. George because they all say, “Oh, you’re rich. You wrote that
book.” Even banks say that. I can’t even borrow any money. They say, “Look
at the thousands of people that come to you. You're rich.”

It doesn’t matter to me what people say anymore. I know things that they
don’t. You see, what interested me from the time I was old enough to know
anything was the evolution of the Mormon idea. I used to spend every second
I could; I used to talk to the old people when I was growing up, because it
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seemed to me that they had sacrificed so much and gone through so much to
establish this thing, and whether what they established was worth it or not — this
was the point — whether it in any way exemplified or fulfilled their dream.

The Giant Joshua was the first of a trilogy. There are two books to come.
It was the publisher who made me see that I would have three books. But
that’s another story.
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FICTION

Red Hair in the Sacred Grove

Thomas E. Cheney

In my library is a small book, a 1912 Macmillan edition of Othello, the
Moor of Venice, with the name of Katheryn Spurns on the flyleaf. On the
title page the name appears again with part of an address, 236 Mourning,
and no city or state. I possess it — it is with me, a chronic chastisement to
my sensitivity. It stands among Shakespeare’s works an everpresent apologue,
a potent irony on ‘“He who steals my purse steals trash.”

The owner of the book was my teacher when I was in the eleventh
grade, the year of the Armistice. She came into my Idaho town on the train
just before school started. I remember the town as it looked then. Anyone
getting off the train could see most of it at a glance. He could see the front
of the brick hotel, the church tower, the sandstone schoolhouse from the
back, and in the distance the messy back yards of the two stores, a livery
barn, a warehouse and various dwellings.

A broken cement and board walk led from the depot to the hotel, pass-
ing an ugly, unpainted storehouse with a pigpen behind. Rocks lay on sev-
eral vacant lots like large potatoes, intermixed here and there with spears
of brown and shriveled grass.

In those days I often ran from home two blocks away to meet the one
daily train when it pulled into the depot. I remember the day Miss Spurns
arrived. A section hand was standing there by the train leaning on his bar
(the train coming in had temporarily put him out of work), gazing un-
abashedly at the four or five people getting off the train. Straight in front of
the passenger car of the mixed train stood several people — a woman with
scraggly hair and a sunbonnet, a freckled boy with a broken suspender, and
an old man with watery eyes leaning on a cane. The drayman driving a
mangy looking team of unmatched horses hitched to an old wide-tired Bain
wagon had just said “Whoa” to his team at the mail car door a few steps
ahead of the passenger car exit, and the station agent had come out of his
office to say something to the drayman. The horses breathed pungent air
down the neck of another bystander, Nephi Boseman, a high school senior
from the West Side. Water leaked in little streams from the water tank be-
side the track making little puddles in which two children had been playing,
but now with the train coming to a halt they stood polkadotted with mud, one
holding a stick and the other a can, peering at the people. And I was there
by the corner of the depot in my old knickers. Miss Spurns emerged from
the car with a dude passenger. She glanced around momentarily, while her
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red hair moved in the autumn air and her brown coat shone glossy in the
sun, and said emphatically to her escort, “My God, what a dump.”

She spoke plainly, ignoring the country eyes upon her which now peered
more penetratingly through what the ears heard. All bystanders reacted.
Even the deaf drayman thought he heard, and punctuated the comment with
a swish of tobacco juice.

When high school started, all seventy pupils knew what Miss Spurns
had said. They would not tolerate a teacher who hated their town and their
parents could not tolerate a teacher who swore.

To some people Miss Spurns became at once the Ichabod Crane of the
community with whom indeed she had a great deal in common — long legs
projecting somewhat too far below her skirts, long arms protruding too far
beyond her leather coat, and big bony hands hanging incongruously around.
She became a common sight in the village, her red hair, not wholly untidy,
flying in the wind as she walked with big steps, her torso listing to the
front from her hips upward and her leather coat, long enough to reach
half from her hips to her knees, refusing to make the turn with the contour
of her body at the waist and continuing the angle behind like the eaves of
a smoke house.

In the classroom Miss Spurns permitted no clowning. A dedicated
teacher, she planned her work, prepared her assignments, drilled and tested
her students, and checked their papers meticulously. I remember how the
first day in Junior English class she assigned a theme of five hundred words
and other heavy reading assignments for the first week that brought com-
plaints which grew intensely as the week wore by and pupils learned that the
reading was from a writer, Chaucer, who wrote in a well-nigh incomprehen-
sible language.

When a few weeks of school had passed, the principal had listened to
complaints from the students about assignments, and from parents too, who
joined with their children in righteous indignation at such travesty of justice.

At this time when tender minds were being unmercifully stretched,
some students found things in Chaucer not fit for consumption. Miss Spurns
in reading the conclusion of “The Pardoner’s Tale” read the line, “Though
it were weth the fundament depeant,” which she failed to interpret or ex-
plain. “What does that mean?” asked Nephi.

“To translate word for word,” said Miss Spurns, “It means, ‘Though
it were with thy excrement stained’!”

“What does ‘excrement’ mean?” asked Nephi.

“Manure,” answered the teacher.

Nephi and other pupils laughed.

“Students,” shouted Miss Spurns sternly, “Grow up.” She was angry.
“You people are so self-righteous in this community that you pretend to be
shocked by your own language. Chaucer could have used another word in-
stead of ‘fundament’, a word you know because it is not as cultured. In
“The Miller’s Tale’ he uses words that are crude to show how vulgar the
Miller was, the same words you and your brothers and your fathers use.
You would scoff at them in Chaucer because you cannot understand the
artistic purpose. If you know Shakespeare at all, you think he is a lesser
writer than Harold Bell Wright. You think your Eliza Snow is a greater
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musician than Handel. You probably have never heard of Rembrandt, but if
you had you would think that that sloppy painting of The Sacred Grove
above the pulpit in your chapel is greater than his Christ Healing the Sick.
You have no aesthetic sense, no concept of beauty. You people in this class
will not allow yourselves to like Chaucer — My Gad, what poverty.”

I was angry at Miss Spurns. I was beginning to get the pleasant sound
of Chaucer’s language, to enjoy his humor, his pathos, his freedom of ex-
pression, and now I was falsely accused. Yet there was something in Miss
Spurn’s wrathful indignation that pleased me.

Sitting on the steps of the limestone meeting house (which was also
used for school) that noontime, eating sandwiches and enjoying the western
sun of the early winter day, Ralph fingered his anthology and found in
“The Miller’s Tale” the forbidden words referred to by the teacher. He
laughed as he handed the book to me.

“Can it really mean what it says?” I asked as we peered at the page.
I had never seen such words in print except on untidy walls of public out-
houses around town. I read again and knew I read right. We laughed.
Nephi sitting below, looking and smelling like a cowboy, said, “Read it to
me; I can’t read the damn stuff.”

Ralph read a few lines aloud. At that moment June Dubois came
around the corner with Erma Jones. Ralph quite successfully camouflaged
the cause of the merriment as I did until Nephi, not habitually concerned
with the truth, now earnestly made sure to let it wholly out. He grabbed the
open book. “Read it,” he said handing it to Erma.

Erma saw it was Chaucer and handed it to June, a modest little girl
who rarely smiled, who had spent far more time with books than with boys,
and who was cold witted enough not to suspect the trickery of her classmate.

Erma, less book learned, though a better observer, stopped June before
she began to read aloud, and the two girls’ noses met above the book.

In a moment June dropped her hands, turned purple in the face, glanced
menacingly at Nephi, and broke away from Erma to dash across the street
toward the drug store.

Miss Spurn’s circle of interested observers in school and out grew in
number and intensity. Since many of the six hundred people of the school
district knew Miss Spurns only by hearsay, her personality developed in var-
ious directions. Nephi Roseman called her the Wife of Bath, a character
he knew only through her teaching. The pool-hall loafers called her “the
broad.” A group of Relief Society ladies called her worldly. A more kindly
group said she was a person capable of being good, but one who needed a
good man to keep her in line.

Monday class time the teacher specified as theme day. On that day she
would comment on themes and return them to students. She began one
day talking to the class about a set of themes she had read: “Ralph’s theme
is accurate in sentence structure, fair in punctuation — even good I should
say for high school work — and in content fair, though somewhat purpose-
less. Nephi’s theme as usual is a pleasure to me, a pleasure because I always
wonder what it might contain. Occasionally when I find a word I can identify
I am overjoyed.” Her voice showed her amused irony. *“Talitha, your
mechanics are bad, though an improvement is observable over your first
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theme; in fact this paper might be acceptable if you had anything to say.
Do write about something significant. Virginia, as before, you have done
an excellent piece of writing as regards construction, organization, and clarity.
The quarrel I have with you is with your subject matter. Your argument is
unsound; it lacks logic. Your title, “The True Church,” is a satisfactory
statement of the content. In the body you say that Joseph Smith saw God
and Jesus and that Jesus told Joseph Smith that all the churches were an
abomination to God. Then you say that God had Joseph Smith organize the
true church and that all other churches are wrong — Virginia, is that what
you said?”

“Yes,” Virginia said quite weakly, “That is what we believe.”

“You believe that all the churches except yours are an abomination
before God?” the teacher asked increduously.

Virginia nodded.

“Do you believe, then, that only your church people are in favor with
God?”

“They are the only ones who will get to the Celestial Glory,” Virginia
explained.

“Then you are telling me that I, a Methodist, will not get to Heaven.”

“I did not mean to, Miss Spurns.”

Virginia now was nearly in tears. Feeling that someone should help
her, I volunteered. “Miss Spurns, you could join the Church, or, if you
don’t, the work can be done for you after you are dead.”

“What do you mean, work done for me after I am dead?”

“I mean — well — someone can be baptized for you.”

Miss Spurns laughed, then said with a smile. “No, you can’t, I won't
let you be baptized for me.”

The class laughed, and she continued. “No, students, you think about
your religion. My people are good people; my minister is a good man —
and you say only Mormons will go to Heaven. Is that logic?”

“Do your people all swear?”’ interrupted Nephi.

Miss Spurns flashed anger in darkening eyes. “Perhaps we do, Nephi,
but we do not say ain’t and comin’ and goin’ and I seen it and I clumb it —
don’t you ever swear, Nephi, tell me, don’t you swear?”

“Yes, I do,” said Nephi, boastingly, “but I ain’t goin’ to Heaven.”

“No, and you are not going to get credit for this class unless you cor-
rect your language.”

“Yes,” said Miss Spurns, nodding to Virginia whose hand was raised.

“You could go to the Terrestrial degree of glory without joining the
Church,” Virginia said.

“Terrestrial,” said Miss Spurns thinking, “terrestrial comes from the
French terra meaning ‘earth.” What do you mean, terrestrial glory?”

“It is a heaven a little lower than the celestial,” explained Virginia;
“only the people who are baptized can go to the celestial glory.”

To the whole group, the teacher now spoke more softly: ‘“What poor,
innocent lambs you are. You know so little about this life, and you are
ready to go to the highest heaven. You think that you could take a moron
out and baptize him, and though he is filthy as a dung hill, inane as a clod,
or lazy as a sparrow, he has a ticket to Heaven.”
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Class was dismissed and all themes had been handed back except mine.
I went to the teacher’s desk.

“Your’s was not worth commenting on or reading,” she told me; “it
showed disrespect for teachers, and you and this community need to be
taught something about culture and manners.”

I turned and walked away. Never before had I been accused by a
teacher of being disrespectful. The theme was humorous, I thought, but
she did not see it. :

Miss Spurns loved Shakespeare, the writer who stood boldly above all
other writers, the man with the great invisible power, the supreme articulate,
the wisest, the wittiest, the most inspired and inspiring writer of all time —
all this Miss Spurns taught. And she read the plays with such poetic ex-
pression and meaning that I, too, learned to like Shakespeare. Under her
forceful drive, Shakespeare rose out of the past to become a great citizen of
the world I lived in. I watched the teacher and saw the sparkle in her hard
eyes as she read something she loved. I saw her become Shylock demanding
his pound of flesh and Portia pleading for mercy. Shakespearian images
under her tongue became visions. The forests in which I had wandered
became the magical forest of Arden with books in its running brooks, and
the continuous wintry winds I thought of now as “counsellors that feelingly
persuaded him who he is.” English class to me became a pleasure to antici-
pate, and reading the assignments a delightful discipline. Miss Spurns read
Lady Macbeth’s speech:

I have given suck and know
How tender ’tis to love the babe that milks me.
I would while it was yet smiling in my face
Have plucked the nipple from his boneless gums,

And dashed his brains out, had I sworn, as you
Have done to this.

Then I saw the hardness in the teacher’s face, which I had seen before
when she scornfully denounced the earthy people of the community. I heard
classmates say, “She would, she would kill her own baby.”

I also heard her read speeches of the humbled Lady Macbeth, washing
her hands and crying, “Here is the smell of blood still,” and the doctor’s
speech, “What a sigh is there! The heart is sorely charged.” But in this I
saw another Miss Spurns.

Students, angered at the teacher’s repeated charges of shallow provin-
cialism in the community and her incessant demands for letter-perfect work,
were griping unmercifully. But I was not aware of the extremes to which
townspeople had caught fire with the generated heat of wagging tongues
until another event occurred.

The man who had the greatest influence and say in the community
was C.M. Hatch, Chairman of the School Board, owner of the C.M. Hatch
and Company General Merchandise Store, member of the Church Stake
High Council, and State Senator. I felt honored when Mr. Hatch called
me behind the swinging gate of his office in the back of his store just beyond
the pot-bellied stove.

Mr. Hatch was impressive with his gray hair crowning his pale, un-
wrinkled face, with his spotlessly clean clothes, and his easy flow of language.
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“About this Miss Spurns,” he asked; “how do you think she is succeeding
as a teacher?”

“Do you mean? — Just what do you mean? With all the students?”

“Are you learning, becoming educated under her tutorage?”

“Yes, Mr. Hatch,” I said quite inarticulately.

“What do you students think of her ability to lead you to learn and
understand literature and to use better language in speaking and writing?”

I hesitated.

“Your reluctance to talk about your teacher, son, is quite justifiable,
but we have a problem. You know, many people are complaining. In our
town is a faction we could call the I-have-the-Lord people. Now with Miss
Spurns these people are causing trouble. They are the people who think
they are magnifying their Priesthood when they are magnifying other people’s
sins. These people know they belong to God’s Kingdom, are among the elect,
the chosen of the chosen. Actually they have narrowed God to an infinitesimal
smallness, to a few specifics they understand themselves, and they see no
purpose in many of the educational values possessed by Miss Spurns.”

I was agreeing with Mr. Hatch.

“These I've-got-the-Lord zealots, though relatively few, are winning many
people of the other groups to their cause; right now, many people are agi-
tating the school board toward revocation of Miss Spurns’ contract. That
is why I am asking you questions; I've got to get the facts with which to
judge this teacher.”

I hoped I could honestly report.

“Specifically,” Mr. Hatch went on, “they claim Miss Spurns attacks the
Church, teaches false doctrine, swears, exposes the pupils to vulgarity, is
herself immodest, considers herself better than we, and is guilty of carrying
on flirtatious affairs with men from over the hill. Are these charges in your
opinion made in all justice? Does she swear in school?”

“Yes, she has.”

*“Has she attacked principles of our religion?”

“Yes, Sir,” I said; I wished that I had words to explain.

“Do you know of a time when she raised her skirts and exposed her
body to the students?”

“I was at a school party when she ran against a bench and fell — we
were playing fill-the-gap — she raised her dress to show how she had skinned
her knee.”

Mr. Hatch smiled. “That wound has moved upward since the accident,”
he said.

“Has she assigned you stories to read which contained vile language,
and do you personally know of any indecent behavior of this young lady in
her associations with men from Jackson Hole?”

“I have seen her with men, Sir — a man from Jackson —”

“A Boseman boy from the West Side,” broke in the Chairman, “is
responsible for circulation of some scandalous details of her private life.
Do you know of this — of the reliability of this information?”

‘“The boys can see through her window from the top of the warehouse
behind the hotel,” I said.

[
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“Even a school teacher would hardly expect a warehouse to have eyes
on its roof,” Mr. Hatch said with a sardonic smile.

I left the Chairman’s office in melancholy, sorry for my inability to
put everything in its context, to show how Miss Spurns had something from
the big world of literature and life that people of the town did not have,
and how she had opened up that world for us to see.

Back at school, I resolved to uphold the teacher at all costs, for I chafed
under the sting of conscience for having failed to do so before the Chairman
of the Board.

Early one day before school began, I went toward the little room used
by the Church for a kitchen and by Miss Spurns for a combined classroom
and office. As I approached through the bigger room, I could see the desk,
through the open door, unoccupied, though overwhelmed with books and
papers. Then as I came nearer I saw Miss Spurns leaning to the floor, her
back to me, trying to replace the broken draft door on the coal range which
furnished heat for the room. For speedy heating the janitor had left the
door off. Now with the room warm, the stove red with heat, Miss Spurns was
attempting to cut off the draft. I was too disturbed in my thought to give
more than a glance to the womanly figure, dressed this morning in her lovely
white-knit dress and silk stockings. I stood thinking, feeling misplaced, afraid
to speak while her hips waved before me in a way hardly compatible with
her dignity. I feared that this inconvenience of trying again to get this
broken door to hang in place would bring a tirade against the destructive
heathen of the high school or the dilatory School Board who failed to have
it repaired.

Then, having met with success, Miss Spurns stood, turned to come to
her desk and saw me. Almost without emotion she said, “You will note,
Burt, that I replaced the exasperating thing without vocal invective.”

I smiled without speaking.

She looked at me as though she expected something from me. But I
was slow; before superiors, words deserted me. Hesitantly I moved toward
the desk at which she had arrived and managed to say, ‘“Miss Spurns, you
are leaving Shakespeare in English.” Immediately I knew I had not said what
I wanted to say and that I had said it awkwardly. “What I mean is, I am
sorry — I hoped — I hoped you would study Othello. You rec—re—commended
it, you know.”

The teacher did not speak. I felt as if I were in a spelling match with
my turn to spell a word I did not know.

I continued, “I like—"

“I know you do. I know you like Shakespeare,” Miss Spurns added with
a smile. “I have been discouraged with my work here, but I am beginning
to feel success. Now that I see some sparks of interest in some of you, I will
not be as impatient, cross, and impetuous.”

“You have had reason,” I said.

“This is my first year out of college, Burt, and I think now that I have
expected too much. I have expected of you what my teachers in college
demanded of me.”

I could think of nothing to say.
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“I remember, Burt, that some weeks ago I mistreated you, called you
discourteous. I want to apologize because I was wrong.”

“Thank you, Miss Spurns.”

“You were asking about studying Othello,” she continued; “you could
read it yourself, you know; I could loan you the book.”

“Oh, no, I might lose it, or have an accident, or fail to return it.”

“You will protect it and return it; I am not afraid to loan it to you.”
she said.

I left the teacher’s room content with the accepted apology and the
proffered book; yet I felt an oppressive awareness of my failure to tell Miss
Spurns what I wanted her to know.

On the following Friday, school had been called and teachers were at-
tempting to generate in pupils some intellectual yearning when a message
from the school board demanded an immediate recess for a joint meeting of
the board and the three-member faculty. The principal announced that
classes would be reconvened before noon and all students should respond at
bell call.

Pandemonium immediately broke loose. I heard a voice from behind
say, “They are going to can Spurns.” Someone near said, “No more good
window peeping for Nephi.”

The principal was coming toward me. Instinctively I thought of this
man as a loaded gun, loaded now with ammunition for me and undoubtedly
loaded to avenge some wrong done or duty undone. “Burt,” the principal
was speaking, “the board has asked me to bring you to the meeting.”

Though frightened at the thought, I knew no recourse but to obey.

At the beginning of the Board Meeting, while cordiality edged its way
around, I looked from one to another of the group — no one dressed for the
occasion, each betraying his own occupation: Mr. Davis sat in carpenters’
white overalls and shiny black shoes; Mr. Hatch in his white shirt and black
half sleeves to the elbow, dress pants and vest with gold watch chain across;
Mr. Brussels in faded blue denim overalls and jumper and high topped over-
shoes discolored a barnyard yellow.

Miss Spurns sat with her auburn hair glistening brightly, her eyes alert;
I recalled how in class she had smelled like perfumed soap. I looked again
at Mr. Brussels. High on the leg of his overalls was a dirty spot, round like
the top of a can and stringing funnel-like at the bottom, showing glassy on
the denim making it stiff and unwrinkled. I knew this kind of spot; a calf
being separated from his breakfast had nuzzled the overalls with his slob-
bery nose. I wondered what Miss Spurns thought of this man looking and
smelling dirty.

Next to me sat Mr. Killpack, the hotel manager, who was there in blue
serge, smelling like good cigars. On my other side was the principal, looking
like a principal, and next to him Miss Gray with a faint, stony smile as always,
as unruffled as an unused swimming pool. And next to her sat Miss Spurns.

The chairman began talking about the reasons for calling the meeting,
and after a short time said, “We regret, Miss Spurns, that the necessity has
arisen to inform you that certain people of the community accuse you of
violation of two points in the Idaho School Law, that dealing with teaching
religion in the classroom and that regarding moral behavior. We have asked
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you and others to this meeting, not to call in question the revocation of your
contract as is rumored, but to learn the facts regarding these charges and
thereby establish a better relationship between the people of the community
and the teachers.” He looked from Miss Spurns to members of the board as if
to get their approval of his statement of the case.

The charge of teaching religion in the classroom became the first topic
of discussion. Somehow this matter seemed unimportant to me. I thought
that most of what Miss Spurns had taught was Christianity, an adjunct and
not a challenge to my religion.

Too soon Mr. Brussels was speaking, through stubble face and uneven
yellow teeth, about his children bringing home reports of the teacher having
attacked the revelations of God. He would rather his children would re-
main unschooled, totally illiterate, than have their testimonies destroyed.

“What have you to say regarding these reports, Miss Spurns?” Mr. Hatch
asked.

“I have nothing to say except that I have tried to answer questions hon-
estly that have arisen in class.”

Mr. Hatch turned to me, “We asked you here, young man” — I was
frightened — how could I talk? — What could I say before my teachers, and
these men? “We have asked you here, Burt, to give a report representing
the students of the school. Has Miss Spurns in your opinion attacked the
principles of the Church?”

“Only in the way she said,” I answered.

“In answering questions which arise,” asked Mr. Hatch, “has she at-
tacked the Church?”

“Not exactly,” I answered without further comment. Others in the
group now spoke, relieving me of the necessity to say more, and leaving my
emotions stirring sufficiently to dull my hearing as to what occurred subse-
quently. Then out of the chaos of my mind I heard Mr. Davis’ voice saying:
“—a faith which may seem peculiar to you, Miss Spurns, and undoubtedly
as you hear fragments of it from the students it appears illogical. When
you see it all it makes a better pattern. I do not believe that you have
openly attacked our faith; you have not treated this important subject with
the delicacy something so sacred to us deserves.”

“I am sorry if I have erred in this way, Mr. Davis,” Miss Spurns said.

“If we are crude,” he continued, “that is not the fault of our religion.
Many of our people have risen from total illiteracy, from complete ignor-
ance to become responsible citizens, happy self-respecting people. Our re-
ligion is a vital faith that inspires great loyalty, great action, great sacrifice.
It teaches us to seek all truth; that is why we established this little high
school and hired you — just because we want our children to have some of
the culture you have to offer.”

“Mr. Davis has stated our position very well,” said the Chairman. “We
tell you this to let you know that we want your cooperation to preserve all
the good things we have.”

“Thank you, Mr. Hatch,” said the teacher.

“If you think, Miss Spurns,” Mr. Davis said, “that our lives in this
isolated community are barren, just think how much more barren they
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would have been had our people not come out of the darkness of disbelief
and accepted some of the marvelous light of Christ.”

“Do you feel, Miss Spurns,” asked Mr. Hatch, “that to ask you to avoid
discussions of points of theological doctrine would be in any way unfair?”

“I do not. I shall follow your advice, gentlemen.”

“We are concerned with accusations of immoral behavior,” the chair-
man continued, “loose conduct — entertaining men in your room at the hotel.”

“But now,” he said, turning to me, “we will excuse you, Burt, — thank
you for coming.”

I left, feeling as if I had been arbitrated out of adult status to child-
hood and at a time when it violated my arduous wish. I could now only
speculate on what Mr. Killpack, the hotel manager would report. I had
heard my mother say that gullible gossips were spreading the tales, and that
Miss Spurns, a city girl, was no doubt finding it hard to adjust to country
life. The boys her age were off to war — nothing to do at night for relaxa-
tion from the treadmill of school teaching but to sit in the hotel lobby with
a motley assortment of old men talking muffled talk through cuds of chew-
ing tobacco, punctuating conversation with whistling shots at the spittoon,
or the other alternative, fraternize with bachelor cowboys from Jackson’s Hole.

Outside, I walked mopingly to join classmates at school, feeling angry,
though I hardly knew why.

Back at school I found the students gathered in the auditorium in un-
usual unity.

““Are they going to can her?” they chorused.

I did not want to talk. “No,” I said curtly, “no case against her. They
are advising her, telling her what to do.”

“We knew it,” Nephi Boseman said, “so we’re gon ta put her out our-
selves; we've all signed a petition that we won’t go to school if she stays.”

“All?” I asked.

“All but Charley and Fern.”

Charley and Fern, I thought; I am with them — stubborn Charley and
prudish Fern.

“You gotta sign now,” Nephi said; “you know what she is.”

“Yes, I know what she is, and it’s not what you make her with your
lies.” I said. “I will not sign that paper.”

Shouts of protest came from every side. Someone said, “He wants to
keep Spurns. Can you believe it?”

Virginia spoke as noise diminished, “Please sign it, Burt; We want you
to sign last because you are president.”

I felt a stir in my heart. Another weight was being laid on the scales.
In the meeting, I felt that I was Miss Spurns’ advocate and defender. Now
I must reject her or be rejected by my peers. Momentarily I felt as if I could
not endure isolation from classmates. They were urging, arguing, insisting
that I sign.

“Alright! alright! I'll do it,” I said.

I took the petition and signed. The gadflies had driven me to an impet-
uous act of conformity.

As I did so, I hardly contemplated the consequence. My youthful ideal-
ism led me to conclude unthinkingly that justice someway would prevail.
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The school board, the parents, the principal would not listen to a foolish
petition initiated by children. If I were a child to be expelled from a meet-
ing, I was a child to be ignored in this — Miss Spurns would stay despite the
petition; it would be disregarded.

When the teachers entered the chapel a few minutes later, the students
sat orderly and silent, tense in quietness.

The clock marked seconds vocally while teachers took their seats be-
hind the pulpit. Directly behind Miss Spurns from where I sat and above
her head hung the painting of The Sacred Grove, the green landscape and
trees contrasting with her red hair, a painting of the very place where God
told Joseph Smith that all the churches had gone astray.

The principal arose and began, “Students, we are happy to announce
that all the teachers have complete support of the School Board and that
school will continue as usual.”

Nephi stood at his seat in the audience, “I got a paper to give ya,” he
shouted as he started toward the front.

The principal accepted and read the paper silently — my heart pumped
loudly in my ears.

“What can this petition mean?” the principal said.

“It means,” shouted Nephi, “just what it says; we don’t go to school if
Spurns stays.”

Miss Spurns reached for the petition. She looked at it coldly, intensely;
she arose, moved like smoke to the pulpit and spoke quietly, her eyes piercing.
“You are against me too — I never would have gone through the ignominy
I have just experienced had I known that you, my students, were against me.”

I could not lift my eyes for shame. I felt alone, an isolate, a sinner con-
demned by the infallible judge Truth, an inarticulate before his confessor.
When I could raise my eyes, Miss Spurns had turned her head and seemed
to be looking at The Sacred Grave.

Three hours later, before anyone — the Principal, the School Board, or
the parents had risen to defend the teacher, and before I recovered from the
shock of fast-paced action, the mixed train puffed northward carrying Miss
Spurns somewhere beyond the valley.

At home that night when I went to my room, I saw Miss Spurns’ green
book, Othello, lying on my dresser, a sardonic accuser, telling me of my own
perfidy.
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Bruce Jorgensen

Gathering Apples In First Snow

This year October takes us sudden, breaks

The honeylocust leaves with a parching frost

And casts them, ashen green and clattering, down

On sidewalks still glaring as white as summer.

My calendar, thumbtacked beside the scarred
Refrigerator door, spells out September.

I lift the leaf: improvidence this first

Year in a rented house with garden (plowed

When I came, but unsown) and five apple trees,

Their bearing laced (I sprayed too late) with worms.

The west of afternoon draws dark; I'm picking

The last apples, some rotten on the stem,

Others by birds half hollowed, good flesh ridged
And seared. Leave those. Still on the tree some stems
Do not give easy, and I let fall into

A rainwarped cardboard box twigs and the bitten
Leaves with sound fruit — too far not to bruise, from
This muddy rung. Silence. Around me, in

The tree, the snow starts falling, ticking like

Sand spilled on parchment, salt on old oilcloth.



Linda Sillito

Trip Toward Prayer

You can’t pray with a clenched brain
Or fall asleep with fisted hands;

But force one finger open at a time
Until thoughts clatter loose and fall
Like budded balls of crumpled paper.

Focus on God: O vast, universal wall

on which I bounce my head and words;
which catches every other prayer

spattered with tears,

and returns the rest rebounding on my ears.

A child bored in church, I'd climb on to
my daddy’s lap
saying, “Hold me.” Then cleverly feign
sleep, furtively turning the lead in his
mechanical pencil,
flipping his tie clasp.
Hear my sincere prayer
when I have phrased an eloquence
of motivating words.

What words can you impress on the law?

While speeding a shouting baby toward an
overdue nap

a red light flashes a sickening through my
feet.

Officer, sir, after you citate me,

wordlessly berate me,

glaring at the peace sign in the window,

remember you are not the only one who
hates me;

as traffic peers around us, for a moment
only,

with uniform authority, hold me.



Yet we know one another somewhat;

since the time when as a threshold girl

I found that if I prayed for what I most loved

You’d take it — to make me strong, they said.

Weak since that time, I pray for less,

and though I know You know I know You know

I know You know,

I am content with all things given,

overwhelmed with love.
Sleep, little one.
Lord, don’t let this first warmth
be the beginning of measles.
I hate this creaking chair of so many hours,
the vulgar, noisy trains. Go to sleep!
I'll blow my morning midterm. Can’t you
at eleven little months, understand?
I press her closer, kiss her kitten hair,
and think of mental hospitals where people
safe in separate cells can scream
and scream their voices into salt.
The thought relaxes us both,
held asleep in the moving chair.

Giver of all I can give away —

no, more than that;

for you once granted forgiveness and reward
on subsequent days. I have not forgotten.

Soon the drab morning and this stupid,
stupid war,

which though it does not touch us most
directly,

still we wear a similar uniform of human
skin

which stinks with the blood of our

many-sized brothers.



My love,

The baby has the measles after all . . .
a term paper due tomorrow . . .

About your adjustment to military life . . .

Cease this cheerful written chatter.
Listen, let me say this —
I can’t take it anymore
I can’t take it
hold me!
This baby and this man
infinitely dear,
Bless them all you can.

A single light ray pricks the palm of my brain

Informing it with wonder — a word of love

With forgotten implications, most simple, most complete.
Yes, it was the first word you taught me

To say with pre-flesh lips

Clearly and with love,

Lost in contending Wall, Giver, Forgiver,

Yet I lift it to thee now with new light —
that word father,
Father.

Hold me.



Dennis Clark

Statement Before
the World Expands

if i have seemed lately to turn from you

and mail my mind beyond our common rooms
as if the calm intelligence your eyes

offer to share were not sufficient plea

that you should hear confession of all dooms

i fear, and share each joy that touches me,

and wander in the maze my thoughts devise
when they to god for revelation sue

it’s not because i don’t know that you're here;
i'm just remembering one june fifteenth,

we knelt and crossed an altar with our hands
and swore we’d make our love outlast the sun
and now you’re eight months pregnant and we pray
good temper will help us survive the day.



Arthur H. King.

Latter Days
(Monday, Aug. 4, 1969.)

The trees are still in mist this August morning:
chestnut and beech first scorched by sense of Autumn,
and the rest just dull vert between vague seasons.

The swirl of Ceres disciplined to stubble
reduces the whole seasonal cycle’s plumed
harvest heads to the rank of interim
waiting empty for the next fulfilment —
presumably the firing of the stubble.

The guns in Hyde Park sound a little distant:
for the Queen-Mother’s birthday, not the Queen’s;
she came in April, quite a time ago,
an interim.

And fifty-five — since Monday
August the fourth, nineteen-fourteen — brief years
an interim. That was Elizabeth
Bowes-Lyon’s fourteenth birthday; a day for call-up
and mobs, not parties; far too large for sickles,
the scale demanded combination harvesters
to reap unseasoned stands in muddy fields.
And yet meanwhile the dragon’s teeth sprang wider,
till now the moon can host a bloody harvest.



Back to the trees again! Yes, backs to them,
muffle your eyes in mist! The guns have stopped.
For an interim? Guns, too, are out of season
for execution searing out the scene
from Sandringham to Clarence House or Windsor
and the familiar back-drop of the once
“Great Wen” burst, charred
(unlike Persepolis, past recognition —
granted Macaulay’s Antipodean were
conceivable, he drifted Thamesward, and
some local ghost, if even a ghost remained,
could note his pitiless ignorance) — burst, charred,
and year by year barren (of couch, dock, nettle,
or fireweed favoured by a milder Blitz
than this last) — burst, charred, bare, the once Great Wen
that “laughing” corn must wait to ‘‘reassume”

till the Millennium.

Trees will be lost to site one August morning.

NOTE ON “LATTER DAYS”

The first paragraph is associated with my morning drive to Guildford, Surrey; the
second with the guns heard from Hyde Park in my office at noon. In the fourth para-
graph ‘Back to the trees’ is a ‘back to nature’ call — a flight from the ‘bloody harvest’;
but since I am using natural images, I cannot flee to nature from reality. So I twist
‘Back to the trees’ into ‘backs to them,’ to face a firing squad, with eyes ‘muffled in mist.’
But a fifing squad image is itself a flight from the even grimmer reality: nuclear ex-
plosion. We are most of us going to be executed by that firing and we cannot go ‘back
to Nature’ until ‘Nature’ re-becomes reality in the Millennium.

5th paragraph: trees will be not only ‘lost’ in mist and therefore to ‘sight’, they will
be utterly consumed from ‘site’ and the ‘site’ will remain bare until the Millennium. How-
ever, it is a ‘site’ for trees, and they will therefore be restored in their proper place then.

We do not sufficiently face the last days in our Church. The prophecies are clear
enough, and we can see them being fulfilled. We must be prepared for the obliteration
of most that we know before the Millennium. Hence the poem.

AHK.






James Miller

The Town of My Youth

I

A north town, north in mountains
the beavering trappers cached —
one — two-hundred years ago —
the religion house, in a good sky,
the two-hat temple brimmed
in roofy granite, and blacksmith tin.
On a citadel hill,
brown reddish — white yellow —
a college, and heights the trees seized,
and windows. And hanging there, paunched in history,
bankers and regents portraits, business and science
apostles’ faces — presidents staring, while adolescent eyes
up from town, transcripted from their desks, worry to see,
from high schools, the oils of library rays,
pencilling What to take —
and the library sign
bearish and sear, neglected, funny

WITH ALL THY GETTING, GET UNDERSTANDING —
and downtown

the minimum wage and savings voices — Study

anything — you want . . . business, forestry,
law — anything, please — but art. The out ones

are out in art — art and writing . . .
I'd rather see you in service first — mechanic, janitor —

I don’t care what you do — outside of art,
or leaving the church ...

English, science, music, teaching — anything —
butart. .. or writing —

radio, TV, acting —
the out ones are out in art . . . We understand —

each other. ..



II

How orchards sprang
Dark into blossom!
Cellar jelly, kitchens in leaves,
and that girl —
What was her name?
Who turned,
She and her boyfriend,
And moved,
And went away
When orchards sprang
Dark in mother’s eyes
and sunlight lined
Dead fathers
shipping to war, and back from war
one two three four five six seven eight times!
over and back — counting over and‘back —
two wars — and Korea and Vietnam —
over and back — eight times!
Dead fathers
on the city and county plaques
in a north town in the mountains.



Ronald Wilcox

Prayers Public and Private

God!

ii
No, Father, I never got over
that first rush of anger
like wings folding round me
as I discovered the world
was not what I thought
it ought to be, or was,
for angels’ feathery armpits
brought me down quickly:
I found earth, far from a rest,
moulders, panders before me,
longing for my lively flesh —
(- . . I hear promises whirring)
I rise on my private hackles
like my own hair growing, under,
yes, by God, I shall grow upward
even in my grave, and through
blue intervals toward cirrus,
like promises shining, and beyond,
leaving even my dreaming behind!



iii
If memory serves me
I'm dying to try my own way
I said at twenty
so left to my own devices I die
trying daily to espouse no cause because
I've forgotten what it was
I started out to say
the day I started trying
but it will out I'm told if
I just stick with it which
I do at thirty-six but
I keep disremembering what it was I was
supposed to say but left to
my own devices I still die trying.

iv
Black anger: to be bereft of God.

v

I

striving for style

in the striving stumbling

blundering unendingly over m-my meters
fear God (Critic in Exegesis Extremus)
may like me find me not Jesus

but a poor hung thief

hung up wailing

while a flow-

ering Judas

sings.



vi

I've been lied to often enough
to know the truth for
to be lied to all the time
is good enough as true:
words are hard
compounded as they are
of lies and truth together,
I'said to God.
vii
The courage to know the truth
was always right in my eyes,
and to proclaim the same, the same,
until I realized
not to know and to know not to know
was the same, though unproclaimed:
there was the surprise.
Well, I went on, stumbling,
lumbering in my way,
as a bear does,
claws full of sticky combs,
not bothering even
to brush aside each stinging fact
as it dived, no, not on my nose,
(a swelling nose is no news)
but, ah, right into my bare eyes:
my tears
with their mirrored pupils of bees
run with news,
an agony worth noting.



viii
Catching on is wretched,
I'd rather not know!
(Water down the waking dawn
to a dismal sputter . . .)
The worm is working:
death hunches in a corner,
hardly meddling, idly
unaware of his incursion.

Happily, happily, the brazen calf burning,
unburdening ascending wisps of invective,
such gaiety in matters of life and death!
(... I'm slow, but so’s a waking heart.)

ix

O bleak excellence, *
oblique of dreams,
see the seething!

Consider
this massive effect of human effort:
I have lost the angular visions of my youth.
I see things now in horizontal planes.
How quietly the preoccupation of my youth
became my occupation: truth.

X

The day my father dies

to whom do I turn,

to whom do I say

“I need” and know more
than a stone shall be given?

xi
God!



Dennis Drake

On the Demise of Poets

Somewhere, deep in the background of the world,
Lost in this traffic of hurrying men,

A forgotten bush burns vaguely.

No one turns aside to see,

No one removes his shoes.

Today the forest service reigns supreme

To douse peculiar bushes,

And holy ground means uranium or oil.

This is no time for sight-seeing

If a man wants to get ahead.

Faith now is ritual fiction only,

And the poet’s flight is not the pilgrim’s chore.
A burning bush must burn alone,

Or burn no more.



Karl Sandberg

Scripture Lesson

Here beginneth the text:

The LORD roars from Zion,
and utters his voice from Jerusalem,
and the heavens and the earth shake.

Joel 3:16

The roar of the lion, the voice of the
fierce lion,
the teeth of the young lions, are
broken.
Job 4:10

And here the interpretation thereof:

There was a time
When the measure of the earth
Was lions.
And the earth was full of lions,
Created by the power of the word,
the word of a race of mighty men and story tellers
the words of mighty hunters
spoken around the stove in winter time
men lean and strong, each a colossus to my eyes, who
measured themselves against lions
in the hills blue with winter.

I thought I knew them and lions

When there was a circus came to Panguitch
and I saw a man crack his whip,
saw the lion jump through the hoop,
saw it do the bidding of the trainer

and sleep gorged in the cage.
And long I saw thus all lions,
Imagined thus myself a tamer of lions.



Different, I saw, were the men of the hills,

Different the lions,

When Marcus and Merthel came riding down from the
winter blue mountains,

Rifles in saddle scabbards,

Their pack of hounds following after them,

A mountain lion on the pack horse,

A lion that stretched across the entire kitchen

When they brought it in to show to the invalid grandmother.

Long I looked at this lion,
Did not touch it

(who would touch a burning bush?)

But ever after thought upon it, and saw him as in life:

Underneath his hide the sinews ran,

as silently as his feet did
through the scrub oak and over the ravine,

Crouching to spring

From the unexpected place.

And, oh! from out his throat and brain when he roared —
the sound, immense as all the ancient hills and valleys,
set the cedars shaking, and the sage hillsides,
rolling over lines and fences, no one ever knew where

it would stop.

(From the ranch house near the cedar hills
We sometimes heard the roaring in the night,
And we would have laughed that
Anyone should think to fence it in or out,
should think to say to the lion
“Thou shalt not roar now
for it is not convenient
for us to hear thee roar”
or
“Thou shalt roar just so,
to me but not to him,
to us but not to them,
Thou shalt roar this far and no farther.”)



And with the passing of the years
Differently I saw the men who tracked him,
When I too felt the wild cry of blood,
The cry to go with them,
Endlessly with horse and baying dogs
across day and night,
not resting, fascinated,
drawn on to hear the mortal snarling, to see his claws
ripping the hounds, when he was brought to bay,
to see his eyes flash,
at that one moment,
defiance of men and hounds and all beyond.

Yes, how different then
for my eyes was the lion that jumped
Through the hoop
At the bidding of the trainer,
How different the world
when emptied of lions
Except those that
sleep gorged in a cage.



FROM THE PULPIT

Our Last Days
Mayrshall R. Craig

My early school years, until I was in the seventh grade, in fact, were
spent in a two-room school. The school was in southern Arkansas, three
miles from the nearest town, El Dorado — El Dorader, we called it — City
of Liquid Gold. The school sat high off the ground on cement blocks (Mr.
Brownfield’s hogs appreciated the space under it) in the middle of what
had once been Old Man Pratt’s farm but was then a thriving oil field. When
I started there, Pratt School was overcrowded (the school board had not
anticipated the oil boom), and the first and second-graders sat on benches
around the wall.

There under a series of young women, each in her first year out of
“normal” training, I learned reading, writing, arithmetic, geography, and
science, and there I would have learned poker if the teacher hadn’t taken
the cards away from the boy who sat next to me on the second-grade bench.
He had just dealt the cards and was going to tell me the rules, when he
forgot himself and yelled, “Hey, you've got too many cards.” The teacher
interrupted the fifth-grade boy who was reading “Robin Hood and the
Sheriff of Nottingham,” and took the cards away.

If she hadn’t taken the cards away though, I might never have known
that the world was coming to an end on Wednesday. The boy who sat on
the other side of me told me. He didn’t play poker and he warned me not
to learn, because sinners were all to die on Wednesday night. That’s a
startling thing to learn when you are in the second grade.

He was a stocky, stolid boy at least two years older than I was, with
red hair and so many freckles they ran together, and usually a runny nose.
Along with his parents, his brothers and sisters, and a few other families in
the community, he belonged to a tiny religious sect that was looking for
the Second Coming, looking for it any day. When I had to give up learn-
ing poker, I learned that the day was to be Wednesday. He wouldn’t be
in school on Wednesday, he told me. His church was going to sing hymns
and pray all day Wednesday and into the night until Jesus came.

That afternoon my mother assured me there was nothing in the boy’s
prediction, no more than there was in the picture of hellfire and brimstone
the nearby Baptist preacher described in such detail. Her comparison was
unfortunate. During the day, or in the evening when I was with my family,

*“Our Last Days” was originally delivered at the English Awards Banquet at B.Y.U.
in the spring of 1970.
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I could usually convince myself that no such hell existed. But at night or
even during the day if I were coming through the pine thicket behind our
house alone, that hell was frighteningly, real, much more real than the vague
discomfort my mother envisioned as hell. My father, when he was told
about the coming event, merely said “Huh,” an answer that served for almost
anything my father heard.

All day Wednesday the extra room on the bench was an annoying re-
minder that by morning Pratt School, El Dorado, the whole world could
be gone, and me with it, gone to wherever I was to go. And I was afraid
the Baptist preacher might prove to be right about where that was. I en-
dured Wednesday, and Wednesday night. I considered praying and singing
all night, bnt the prayer I said regularly went “Something, something, and
make us well and keep us good. Amen.” You can’t keep going with a prayer
like that for very long. And as for singing hymns, I kept coming back in
my mind to the one we sang in Baptist Sunday School, “What a Friend
We Have in Jesus,” and I wasn’t too sure I believed that one at the moment.

It was at least Friday before the red haired boy was back in school. He
wedged himself into his place on the bench with the shortest of greetings.
I waited. He said nothing, didn’t even mention Wednesday or Wednesday
night. I knew that the politest thing would be to keep my mouth shut, but
I couldn’t help wondering how he felt. Was he disappointed or relieved?
So finally when the teacher was busy writing an assignment on the board,
I asked him what had happened. “Well,” he said, “we prayed all night and
the Lord put it off for a while.”

It wasn’t until I came to Utah to teach, that I discovered how many of
the members of my own religion saw these as the immediate last days. I had
heard sermons, of course, referring to these as the last days but only in a
rather general way. I had not known those Mormons who, as my German
friend says of his wife, “see the end coming already next Thursday.” Or
like my elderly friend Willard, who told me, with a voice filled with emo-
tion, that he had heard Homer, one of his neighbors, say something religious.
Willard had never expected to hear Homer say anything religious, but Homer
had said, “The weather is changing so much, these must be the last days.”

As I have become aware of this strong conviction, especially among the
young people of the Church, I've become concerned. It seems to me that
behind our conviction may lie the desire to escape responsibility. We always
have a ready answer. “Sure, the world is in a bad way. What else can you
expect? These are the last days.” ‘“Don’t you want to do anything about the
condition of the world?” someone asks. We come right back: “We can’t do
anything about it. Things won’t get any better until the Lord comes.” As
long as we accept the idea that the Lord will come — in a matter of months,
years, a decade or so — we can easily sluff off responsibility for any major
problem in the world. Pollution? War? Racial problems? Over-population?
We don’t need to worry about these things; the Lord will take care of them
when he comes, on Thursday, or Friday.

I have no doubt that the Lord could take care of them if he were to
come. I am just afraid he might decide “to put it off for a while” and we
will be left with the problems unsolved. He has indeed been “putting it
off” for quite a while.
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As far back as we can go in literature, writers have seen the world, and
man, going downhill. Homer has numerous references to the contrast be-
tween his audience and the heroes of The Iliad. In one of the skirmishes
before the walls of Troy, Diomedes, the Greek champion during Achilles’
withdrawal from the fighting,

caught
up a stone, a huge thing which no two men could carry
such as men are now, but by himself he lightly hefted it.

Not only did Diomedes “heft” it, he hurled it at Aeneas, and struck the
future founder of the Latin race

in the hip, in the place where the hip-bone
turns inside the thigh, the place men call the cup-socket.
It smashed the cup-socket and broke the tendons both sides of it. . ..

(translated by Richard Lattimore)

Occasionally, it is true, a poet saw a different end coming, saw his times
ushering in a millennium. Virgil, in his beautiful fourth eclogue, foresaw a
reign of peace in almost the same images that Isaiah used six hundred years
before.

Goats shall walk home, their udders taut with milk, and nobody
Herding them: the ox will have no fear of the lion:

Silk-soft blossoms will grow from your very cradle to lap you.

But snakes will die, and so will fair-seeming, poisonous plants.
Everywhere the commons will breathe of spice and incense.

The soil will need no harrowing, the vine no pruning-knife;
And the tough ploughman may at last unyoke his oxen.

We shall stop treating wool with artificial dyes,

For the ram himself in his pasture will change his fleece’s colour,
Now to a charming purple, now to a saffron hue,

And grazing lambs will dress themselves in coats of scarlet.

(translated by C. Day Lewis)
Little wonder that the Middle Ages saw Virgil as a pre-Christian prophet.

But there are more Jeremiahs than there are Isaiahs. There are more
laments than shouts of ecstasy. Chaucer looked back to the former age and
saw that “Age” in close parallel to Virgil’s future age.

Yit nas the ground nat wounded with the plough
But corn up-sprong, unsowe of mannes hond. . ..

The people then lived in peace and harmony.

Hir hertes were al oon, withoute galles;
Everich of hem his faith to other kepte.
Unforged was the hauberk and the plate;
The lambish peple, voyd of alle vyce,
Hadden no fantasye to debate,

But each of hem woulde other wel cheryce;
No pryde, non envye, non avaryce. . . .

That “Former Age” was the ideal age; unfortunately Chaucer’s own age for
him suffered from a “Lak of Stedfastnesse.”
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Sometyme this world was stedfast and stable
That mannes word was obligacioun;

And now it is so fals and deceivable

That word and deed, as in conclusioun,
Ben nothing lyk, for turned up-so-doun

Is al this world for mede and wilfulnesse,
That al is lost for lak of stedfastnesse.

The images are different, of course, but Chaucer’s sentiment is much like
the bleak sentiment of Donne’s Anniversarie poems, written a little over two
hundred years later, in the first of which Donne says “that this world’s spent.”

And now the Springs and Sommers which we see,
Like sonnes of women after fifty bee.

And new Philosophy calls all in dought,

The Element of fire is quite put out;

The Sunne is lost, and th’ earth, and no mans wit
Can well direct him, where to looke for it.

And Chaucer’s sentiment is much like the frightening picture in the
first stanza of William Butler Yeats’ ‘“The Second Coming,” written over
five hundred years later:

Turning and turning in the widening gyre

The falcon cannot hear the falconer;

Things fall apart; the centre cannot hold;

Mere anarchy is loosed upon the world,

The blood-dimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere
The ceremony of innocence is drowned;

The best lack of all conviction, while the worst
Are full of passionate intensity.

We can hardly doubt that the worst in our day “are full of passionate
intensity,” and while we may argue that the “best” do not “lack all convic-
tion,” it seems to me that I, and the people I associate with, too often lack
the conviction necessary to act.

When I was a boy growing up in that Arkansas oil field, no one com-
plained about the oil that soaked into the ground to turn once productive
soil into something similar to sandstone. All the years I walked the half
mile to Pratt School, I crossed the oil-hardened ridges of rows plowed into
a field before oil was discovered there. No one complained either about the
oil that killed the trees and vegetation in the slough and on the sides of the
streams. We lived by the oil; how could we complain?

My mother, a very good woman, never paid her Negro kitchen help a
fair wage. She paid just what everyone else paid so that there wouldn’t be
any trouble.

If a southerner tells you that the Negroes were happy, contented, until
someone came along and stirred them up, don’t believe him. We kids sitting
on those benches around the walls in Pratt School talked of the coming war.
Not the Second World War. None of us had the foresight to predict that.
The war we talked of was the war between the blacks and whites. We knew
the Negro was oppressed; we knew he knew it. Our predictions were wrong
though; we expected a revolt to come within a year or two.

No Negroes came to Pratt School, and later when I rode a bus to El
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Dorado, no Negroes rode the bus. I am ashamed to confess that I have no
idea where the Negroes who lived near us went to school. Or if they went
to school. There was one segregated school in El Dorado, I know, but it was
on the other side of town, four or four and a half miles from where we lived.
I doubt that many of them walked that far. None of us thought to complain,
and none of them dared to.

When I came home for the summer, after spending two years in college,
I discovered that the city librarian in order to obtain funds from the Carne-
gie Foundation had been forced to open the library to all members of the
community, including for the first time the large Negro population. But
she had, she assured me, managed things well. She had put a few old books
in the basement and the Negroes could come in the back door and get those.
That very year Richard Wright published his moving autobiography, Black
Boy, in which he describes how he sneaked books from the Memphis Library,
pretending they were for a white man who worked in the office where Wright
himself held a menial position. Wright describes how his insatiable appetite
for reading both elated and depressed him:

In buoying me up, reading also cast me down, made me see what was
possible, what I had missed. My tension returned, new, terrible,
bitter, surging, almost too great to be contained. I no longer felt
that the world about me was hostile, killing; I knew it. A million
times I asked myself what I could do to save myself, and there were
no answers. I seemed forever condemned, ringed by walls.

Richard Wright broke out of his ring of walls, but I doubt that many
Negroes in El Dorado followed his pattern. There were too few books in
the library basement. Black Boy would not have been there; it was a new
book that year.

Let me return to my “last days” theme. I know that the argument is
not valid which says that since the last days have been expected before and
have not come, they will not come this time.

I do not care if the world’s last days are coming or not. Yours and mine
are here. According to the Psalmist,

The days of our years are threescore years and ten;
and if by reason of strength they be fourscore years,
yet is their strength labour and sorrow;

for it is soon cut off, and we fly away.

So all that each of us ever has is “last days.”

The Psalmist is being poetic, but he is also being quite accurate. If we
are fortunate, we have just about what he says we will have. These are truly
our last days.

When the Lord gave man dominion over the earth, He directed him to
“multiply and replenish the earth, and subdue it.” And He did not say if
man gets it in a mess, He’'ll come down and clean it up. I'm sure He expects
us to work as hard as we can at “subduing” the earth, at controlling all its
problems. I have a hard time seeing the Lord angry because we tried to
solve a problem, even if we failed. I can much more readily see Him pro-
voked because we stood by and waited for Him to do our work.
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ROUND TABLE REVIEW

THE NAKED CAPITALIST

Participants:
William E. Fort, Jr.
Louis C. Midgley
Carroll Quigley
W. Cleon Skousen

Dialogue departs from its usual review format in the following exchange of points of view
on W. Cleon Skousen’s latest book, The Naked Capitalist (Salt Lake City, Utah: published
by the author, 1970. 144 pp., $2.00), a review-essay of Dr. Carroll Quigley’s book, Tragedy
and Hope (New York: Macmillan, 1966). Originally we asked Professor Louis C. Midgley
of Brigham Young University to review Skousen’s book for Dialogue. Shortly after receiving
Midgley’s review we received an unsolicited review from Professor William E. Fort, ]Jr.,
also of Brigham Young University, which took an approach opposite that of Midgley. Since
much of the controversy surrounding Skousen’s book centered on the interpretation of
Quigley’s book, we thought it might be interesting to get a response from Quigley to
Skousen’s book and Midgley’s review. In a further attempt at a dialogue we invited Skousen
to reply to Midgley and Quigley and, finally, invited Midgley to write a rejoinder to Skousen.
All in all, it is a lively exchange and one we hope our readers enjoy.

The Naked Capitalist
William E. Fort, Jr.

Dr. Carroll Quigley’s book Tragedy and Hope might have escaped the
attention of anyone but a few scholars except for its careful dissection by
W. Cleon Skousen. Skousen possesses unique qualities for this work. His
keen, analytical mind has been sharpened by legal training and by sixteen
years of service with the F.B.I. In addition, he was a distinguished Chief of
Police in Salt Lake City for four years and was editorial director of the law
enforcement magazine Law and Order. He has been a professor for seven
years at Brigham Young University.

Professor Skousen’s keen eye detected passages, sandwiched between
lengthy discourses in Dr. Quigley’s book, that reflected a fascinating pattern
of information, fitting neatly into many things he had learned in his years
of intelligence work. He knew, for example, that certain very wealthy and
powerful persons, both within this country and abroad, are and have been
doing things in support of the Communist conspiracy throughout the world.
Dr. Bella Dodd, a former member of the national committee of the U.S.
Communist Party, told Skousen several years ago that she first became aware
of some superleadership right after World War II, when the U.S. Communist
Party had difficulty in getting instructions from Moscow on several vital
matters requiring immediate attention. The American Communist hierarchy
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was told that any time they had an emergency of this kind they should con-
tact any one of three designated persons at the Waldorf Towers. Dr. Dodd
noted that whenever the Party obtained instructions from any of these three
men, Moscow always ratified them. What puzzled Dr. Dodd was the fact
that not one of these contacts was a Russian or a Communist. In fact, all
three were extremely wealthy capitalists! Dr. Dodd said, “I would certainly
like to find out who is really running things. I think the Communist Con-
spiracy is merely a branch of a much bigger conspiracy!”

The portions gleaned by Professor Skousen from Dr. Quigley’s book
relate to the secret powers operating behind the scenes to destroy our con-
stitutional republic and our traditional freedom and to establish a one-world,
socialist government. Dr. Quigley speaks as an insider of some twenty years
standing. He approves wholeheartedly of the secret machinations of those
who would destroy our nation and place the world under a socialist dictator-
ship. He sneers at those American patriots who are fighting Communism,
stating that they have missed the right target — the secret group of insiders
who would rule the world. He feels that it would be tragedy for the free-
enterprise, constitutional Americans to win. On the contrary he believes
that our real kope lies in the victory of the secret operators. Hence the title
of his book, Tragedy and Hope.

Dr. Quigley, however, believes that the real battle is finished and that
his side has won. In effect, he believes that it is all over but the shouting
and that it is now next to impossible to reverse the process. He traces the
secret movement over the years, naming names and places. Some of the names
will come as a shock to many Americans. The secret moves will shock them
further.

Professor Skousen does an outstanding job of bringing together and
crystalizing the important facts of Dr. Quigley’s book. The Naked Capitalist
is a difficult book to put down. Skousen’s commentary is enlightening. The
complete index and sub-index make it easy to trace the activities of men and
organizations.

The Naked Capitalist will answer many questions concerning the strange
things that have been going on in the world and in this country for many
years. Those who do not have the patience to tackle Dr. Quigley’s 1300 page
book directly should by all means read Professor Skousen’s 144 page com-
mentary. This book is a must for those interested in what is taking place
behind the scenes.

The Cult of Conspiracy

Louwis C. Midgley

The Naked Capitalist is intended to expose a massive, top-secret, Cap-
italist super-conspiracy. Communism and socialism, we are told, are merely
some of the fruit of this Gigantic International Monolithic Network of Total
Global Power. Skousen now believes that it is the Capitalists who have been
secretly “running the world” for many years, forming “a conspiratorial con-
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trol center higher and stronger than either Moscow or Peiping.” The Naked
Capitalist is intended to strip bare this “Global Establishment” which se-
cretly plans, plots, and conspires to rule the world. Now you have perhaps
always thought that the hard-working, money-making Capitalists were the
Good Guys in Skousen’s demonology. Nothing could be further from the
truth. He believes that “globalism,” “internationalism,” ‘“one-worldism,”
and ruthless centralized dictatorship are what the Capitalist demons have in
mind. They only use communism to achieve these goals.

The “global planners” who are at the center of the Capitalist conspiracy
are identified by Skousen as the “leaders of the world’s secret center of inter-
national banking,” the “super-rich,” the “super capitalists.” The “leaders
of London and Wall Street” are chiefs of “the Anglo-American secret society”
who are behind communism and everything else. Skousen puts bankers at
the top of the list of conspirators: the Rothschilds, Barings, Lazards, Paul
Warburg, J. P. Morgan. But also included are the following: John Foster
and Alan Dulles, the Rockefellers, Cecil Rhodes, Arnold Toynbee, Walter
Lippman, Albert Einstein, George F. Kennan, Douglas Dillon, Dean Ache-
son, Henry Kissinger, Henry Cabot Lodge, Arthur Burns, George Ball, Ells-
worth Bunker, Paul Hoffman, McGeorge Bundy, the Kennedy family, Dwight
Eisenhower, John Dewey, and many others. By any standards, this is quite
a list.

The Capitalists, he now tells us, are “the world’s secret power structure”
and they merely form, use and manipulate communism and socialism and
many other things for their own evil purposes. He knows that this thesis
is not likely to be believed. “If I had said it, people may have found it too
fantastic to believe,” Skousen wrote in a letter that accompanied copies of
the book that he gave to B.Y.U. faculty members. He claims, however, that
he has actually discovered “someone on the inside [of the supposed Capitalist
conspiracy] who is willing to tell the story.” “I have,” he writes, “waited
thirty years for someone on the inside of the modern political power struc-
ture to talk. At last somebody has.” Skousen is referring to Carroll Quigley,
a professor of history at Georgetown University. Roughly forty full pages
of The Naked Capitalist consist of direct quotations from Quigley’s Tragedy
and Hope: A History of the World in Our Time.

But does Quigley really say what Skousen claims he says? The answer
is both yes and no. The answer is yes, if you mean: “Are the long passages
that Skousen quotes actually in Quigley’s book?” Quigley does discuss the
role of financial capitalism in recent history as well as various ‘“networks”
of Capitalist influence and power. But the answer is an emphatic and final
no, if you mean: “Does Quigley think he is revealing or has he revealed a
Great Super-secret Capitalist Conspiracy behind communism?” This is, of
course, the crucial point.

Much of what Skousen claims to have found in Quigley’s book is simply
not there. There are numerous places in The Naked Capitalist in which
Skousen (1) asserts something about Quigley but then inadvertently reveals
that he completely misunderstands Quigley’s remarks; (2) simply invents fan-
tastic ideas and attributes them to Quigley; or (3) makes inferences from
Quigley’s book that go far beyond the bounds of honest commentary. By
way of illustration, I will examine a small sampling of these many passages.
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1. According to Skousen, “When Dr. Quigley decided to write his 1300-
page book called Tragedy and Hope, he knew he was deliberately exposing
one of the best-kept secrets in the world. As one of the elite insiders, he
knew the scope of this power complex and he knew that its leaders hope to
eventually attain total global control (p. 4, italics added). Skousen cites no
evidence whatsoever to support his suppositions about what Quigley knew.
He fastens on one passage (Quigley, p. 950) and infers the totally unwar-
ranted conclusion that Quigley was an “elite ‘insider’” on a global conspir-
acy of Capitalists who are behind communism. Quigley uses the term “in-
sider” merely to describe his role as historian with access to primary source
material.

2. Skousen writes: ‘“Obviously, disclosing the existence of a mammoth
power network which is trying to take over the world could not help but
arouse the vigorous resistance of the millions of people who are its intended
victims. So why did Quigley write his book? His answer appears in a num-
ber of places but is especially forceful and clear on pages 979-980. He says
in effect, that it is now “too late for the little people to turn back the tide”
(p- 4). The truth is that on pages 979-980 Quigley says nothing at all about
the purpose of his book. The passage in question is merely a negative ac-
count of the isolationist impulse found between 1945-55 in which some fav-
orite nostrums of Skousen are lampooned.

3. Skousen claims that “all through his book, Dr. Quigley assures us
that we can trust these benevolent, well-meaning men who are secretly oper-
ating behind the scenes. THEY are the hope of the world. All who resist
them represent tragedy. Hence the title of the book” (p. 5). If Quigley does
something “all through his book,” as Skousen claims, it should be easy to
give some examples — well, one passage at least. All Skousen presents are
his own inferences, for which there is no textual support. If the reader is
interested in what Quigley had in mind by the title Tragedy and Hope,
he should consult pages 1310ff., for it is there that Quigley explains that the
tragedy is the threat of war and the hope is that we will come to practice
Christian love.

4. After mentioning the imagery in Revelations 13:15-17, Skousen tells
us that “Dr. Quigley assures us that this type of global power structure is
on the verge of becoming a total reality. He points out that during the past
two centuries when the peoples of the world were gradually winning their
political freedom from the dynastic monarchies, the major banking families
of Europe and America were actually reverr/an the trend by setting up new
dynasties of political control through formation of international financial
combines” (p. 7). While it is true that Quigley talks about international
bankers and their activities, nowhere does he call their activities a ‘“global
power structure.” This is Skousen’s invention. Nor does Quigley connect
the activities of bankers with secret combinations or anything mentioned
in Scripture. The assertions that follow the words “Quigley assures us” and
“he points out” are merely surmises and conclusions drawn by Skousen and
then attributed to Quigley to give them some authority. '

5. Skousen thinks it is the Super-Capitalist bankers who are behind all
of this and who are chief enemies of the “free-enterprise, property-oriented,
open society. . .” (p. 24). But why would these “super-capitalists,” who have
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the most to gain from free-enterprise, try to destroy it and replace it with
socialism? “Dr. Quigley provides the answer to this question but it is so
startling that at first it seems virtually inconceivable. It becomes rational
only as his scattered references to it are collected and digested point by point.
In a nutshell, Dr. Quigley has undertaken to expose what every insider like
himself has known all along — that the world hierarchy of the dvnastic
super-rich is out to take over the planet, doing it with Socialistic legislation
where possible, but having no reluctance to use Communist revolution where
necessary” (p. 25). But where does Quigley say these things? Quigley is
supposedly Skousen’s one and only “insider” who has ‘“talked” — his star
witness. Quigley does not support in any way Skousen’s conspiracy thesis; he
has a thesis of his own, but it is not the one Skousen claims to have found
in Quigley’s book.

6. “As we shall observe shortly,” Skousen writes, “Dr. Quigley is some-
times reluctant to admit the full ramifications of his ugly thesis when the
shocking and often revolting implications of it spill out on the blood-stained
pages of recent history” (p. 25). This is a confused way of granting that
Quigley’s book does not provide support of Skousen’s thesis. But, says Skousen,
this “strange contradiction . . . should offer no difficulty to the reader once
he understands what is happening.” Of course, once you accept Skousen’s
views, it is apparently very easy to interpret anything. But I had the impres-
sion that Quigley was the “insider” who had told all and therefore provided
the proof that needs no interpretation. However, once we look at Quigley’s
book, we find that nothing in it makes Skousen-type sense unless it is inter-
preted in a special way — unless the reader “understands what is happening.”
It is Skousen who tells us “what is happening” and not Quigley. He is argu-
ing with his own (and only) witness. A confession hardly needs a key so
that we can interpret it. And a wild set of inferences hardly constitutes a
confession.

7. Skousen writes: “Dr. Quigley bluntly confesses that the International
Bankers who had set out to remake the world were perfectly confident that
they could use their money to acquire the cooperation and eventual control
of the Communist-Socialist conspiratorial groups” (p. 38, italics added). Where
does Quigley “bluntly confess” such things? The truth is that Skousen is
reporting what he belicves the international bankers are up to and then
falsely attributing his own invention to Quigley.

8. According to Skousen: “It may seem somewhat contradictory that
the very people whom Marx identified as the epitome of ‘Capitalism’ should
be conspiring with the followers of Marx to overthrow traditional Capitalism
and replace it with Socialism. But the record supports the Quigley conten-
tion that this is precisely what has been happening” (p. 38, italics added).
Where did Quigley contend any such thing? What “record” supports such
a contention? These are again wholly unwarranted inferences.

9. Skousen refers to “Dr. Quigley’s admission that the remaking of the
world by the superrich was to be along the socialist lines taught at those
British institutions which look upon global socialism as the hope of the world”
(p- 39, italics added). Where does Quigley admit such a thing? Here is
Quigley’s statement: “The chief aims of this elaborate, semi-secret organiza-
tion [the Round Table Groups financed by bankers, as Quigley has earlier
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shown] were largely commendable: to coordinate the international activities
and outlooks of the English-speaking world into one (which would largely,
it is true, be that of the London group); to work to maintain peace; to help
backward, colonial, and underdeveloped areas to advance toward stability,
law and order, and prosperity ALONG LINES SOMEWHAT SIMILAR TO
THOSE TAUGHT AT OXFORD AND THE UNIVERSITY OF LON-
DON (ESPECIALLY THE SCHOOL OF ECONOMICS AND THE
SCHOOLS OF AFRICAN AND ORIENTAL STUDIES)” (Quigley, p. 954;
quoted by Skousen, p. 39). Skousen reads the last few lines as an open
admission that some super-rich types were conspiring to remake the world
“along socialist lines.” I cannot find anything in the passage which infers
that anything would be done “along socialist lines.” I have the impression
that Skousen uses expressions like “along socialist lines” when Quigley and
most everyone else would say “under control by wealthy capitalists.”

10. According to Skousen, “One of the singular and amazing things
about Dr. Quigley’s book is his willingness to frankly and unashamedly con-
fess [sic] some of the most serious acts of subversion by his comrades-in-arms
and then think nothing of turning around and flatly denying that they would
have had a hand in such a foul and dirty business as betraying people like
the Chinese to Communism” (p. 47, italics added). Quigley does say that
“there is no evidence of which I am aware of any explicit plot or conspir-
acy to direct American policy in a direction favorable either to the Soviet
Union or to international communism” (p. 947, quoted by Skousen, p. 45).
Where are the frank and unashamed admissions? The “comrades-in-arms”
remark is gratuitous.

11. According to Skousen, “Dr. Quigley’s disclosure that the Council
on Foreign Relations and the Institute of Pacific Relations were responsible
for what turned out to be a paroxysm of world-wide political subversion, is
no more shocking than his bold declaration that the global collectivists of
the London-Wall Street Axis were equally successful in attacking the whole
foundation of American culture. . .” (p. 57, italics added). Quigley does
discuss the activities and financial backing of the Council on Foreign Rela-
tions and the Institute of Pacific Relations, but he does not thereby disclose
that they were responsible for any political subversion (either world-wide or
national). Nor does he make a bold declaration about global collectivists
being “‘successful in attacking the whole foundation of American culture.”
These are entirely the conclusions and opinions of Skousen and they find no
support whatever in Quigley’s book.

12. Skousen constantly attempts to demonstrate that financial capitalism
both directs and supports communism. He asserts, for example, that “Quigley
says” that “the secret Establishment powers” are attempting “to gradually
move [sic] humanity toward a global collectivist society” (p. 87). There is,
however, nothing in Tragedy and Hope that links financial capitalism with
the goal of “a global collectivist society” or communism or socialism or dic-
tatorship. Quigley notes that the two organizations ‘“were much concerned
with freedom of expression for minorities and the rule of law for all”; they
“constantly thought in terms of Anglo-American solidarity, of political par-
tition and federation. . .” (Quigley, p. 954). Exactly what is wrong with
such goals? Quigley shows how a few “Communist sympathizers” and fellow

104



travelers infiltrated the CFR and IPR in the 1930’s. This is not a new reve-
lation. Quigley also observes that groups such as IPR and CFR constitute
the “power structure which the Radical Right in the United States has been
attacking for years in the belief that they were attacking the Communists”
(956). Quigley calls these efforts of the Radical Right “misdirected attacks.”
They are so for several reasons, the chief one being that the bankers and
their various organizations — what Quigley calls facetiously “the English
and American Establishments” — are not Communist or subversive at all and
never have been, though some of the groups supported by bankers were
once infiltrated by a few sympathizers and fellow travelers. (See Quigley,
p. 956).

The story Quigley tells is- good enough. Why then expand it into a
lurid tale of global conspiracy and subversion when it is not even a story
of a secret conspiracy at all, but merely a reasonable account of the role of
one group within the complex of American and world politics? It is by a
strange magic that Quigley’s account of the role of certain international
bankers and their friends in England and the United States becomes trans-
formed in Skousen’s mind into a top-secret, Super-capitalist, Super-conspir-
acy of a global nature. Quigley makes it clear that banking interests and the
groups they support are (1) not secret (only semi-secret like most financial,
governmental and university affairs generally), (2) not a subversive or crim-
inal conspiracy, (3) not global, only international in the sense that some ties
were maintained between bankers and intellectuals in England and the
United States), and (4) not really monstrous, sinister, or demonic (but more
nearly meddling, naive, idealistic and vain — all rather typical faults of both
intellectuals and the wealthy).

13. According to Skousen, “Every once in a while, the network lets
down its guard long enough for us to get a slight but alarming peep into
the inner parts of the mammoth machine which Dr. Quigley believes is now
too big to stop. When one contemplates the interlocking global ramifica-
tions which this power structure has developed, it is little wonder that Dr.
Quigley feels so tremendously confident about its ultimate and irrevocable
victory” (p. 107; italics added). Here again we see Skousen at work asserting
what Quigley believes and feels. Skousen supports neither of these assertions
with textual evidence. Nowhere in his book does Quigley say or imply the
things that Skousen attributes to him.

14. The evidence and argument of The Naked Capitalist is a weak
reed, but the book still has a good deal of emotional appeal and persuasive
power. The message is cleverly staged and artfully developed. Skousen
begins with a tale about a conversation with Bella Dodd, a former Com-
munist. This is a nice touch. The reader is made to see Skousen as one
familiar with security matters and with important people. The purported
conversation with Dodd, for which there is no proof, points the reader to
the main idea of the book — that there is “a conspiratorial control center
higher and stronger than either Moscow or Peiping.” Skousen’s “credentials”
are thus implied — his FBI background, his knowledge of the state of mind
of J. Edgar Hoover, and of subversive actions in government, and finally his
sensational discovery of who has been behind everything. Before the average
reader ever gets to read a word of Quigley he already knows what Quigley
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will say and is left with no doubts at all that Quigley is a front rank, high-up
member of a top-secret, malevolent conspiracy.

But the Quigley that Skousen has invented (or rather appropriated from
the John Birch Society) is not the real Quigley at all. Skousen’s picture of
Quigley as an elite member of a criminal conspiracy who is now willing to
tell the inside story is unprincipled fabrication and a clear piece of deceit.
Unless Skousen had planted in the reader’s mind his fantasy about Quigley
writing a book “to expose world-wide conspiracy and disclose many of its
most secret operations” (p. 4), it would never occur to a reader of Tragedy
and Hope that Quigley was anything but the author of a textbook on recent
world history in which some account is offered of the political activities of
financial capitalism.

Suppose that one accepts the tale of super-conspiracy as told by Skousen,
what is one to do about it? Once we know about the Establishment, what
then? Skousen feels that it is now possible “to mobilize a formidable wave
of hard-core resistance to the whole super-structure of world-wide conspiracy”
(p- 117). Remember, the world-wide conspiracy he is talking about is finan-
cial capitalism. “The future task is political in nature. Essentially, it is a
matter of methodically and deliberately uniting the vast resources of political
power at the grass roots level and ‘throwing the rascals out’” (p. 117). He
also claims that “it is essential that one of the national political parties be
renovated and reconstructed as a base of operations. . .” (p. 120). “This
situation [the collectivization process] is likely to continue,” Skousen tells
us “until a sufficient number of Americans become angrily aroused and rise
from the grass roots to seize control of one or both of the major parties”
(p. 57). Notice the operative words “angrily aroused,” “rise,” “seize control.”

After the “political puppets of the international network” of financial
capital are eliminated and replaced and “the political climate has been im-
proved we have a tremendous amount of restructuring to do” (p. 118, italics
added). What will we restructure? “The conspiratorial enemy’s power base
must be eliminated” (p. 118, italics added). The power base of the bankers
and their henchmen is, of course, their property and wealth; Skousen wants
it eliminated. The economic order must be reconstructed, for ‘“the whole
monolithic, inter-locking power structure of international finance is in fla-
grant violation of the general welfare of the people. . .” (p. 118). In the
name of the people, we should eliminate the power base (that is, the wealth)
or finance capital. “This mammoth concentration of economic power is in
direct opposition to the traditional American precept that, unless it has
been stated otherwise, all power of every sort must remain DISPERSED
among the people. Therefore, laws must be passed so that the nightmarish
monstrosity of credit and money power which has been rapidly gravitating
into a few conspiring hands, can be dismantled” (p. 118, italics added). These
sentences seem to be a call for the government to expropriate the wealth of
the rich. Skousen’s program is (1) to angrily arouse people to the point
where they will rise and seize control of a political party, (2) to take over
the government, (3) to use its power to eliminate the wealthy, (4) to dismantle
credit and money power, and (5) to disperse power to the people. This radi-
cal political program is surprisingly close to the rhetoric of the New Left.

Skousen specifies some goals which can be attained, he believes, after
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expropriation of the wealth and hence the power base of finance capital.
(1) This step “would allow us to liberate our captive press, radio and TV
facilities so that the people could be told what is going on.” (2) “It would
facilitate the liberation of the captive public school system. . .” (3) “It would
also facilitate the liberation of certain religious bodies, universities, and
other powerful, opinion-molding channels which have been bought-over and
corrupted by the fabulous wealth of the network’s billion-dollar, tax-exempt
foundations.” (4) “The Federal Reserve system and the United Nations must
go” (pp- 118-19; italics added). What does the word “liberate” mean in this
context? It certainly seems to imply wresting control from someone. Does
it also imply turning control over to someone else? To whom exactly? And
who would do this liberating? The government, perhaps?

I believe that Skousen started his career with the goal of saving the
rich from big government, but has found that the rich don’t want his help —
the rich he now discovers control big government and, in fact, are rich partly
because of big government. Now he wants to attack the rich and especially
their power base, their wealth. But he is not the first to have it in for
Capitalists and to want to save the people from their rich masters. This is
exactly the program of various forms of socialism and communism. It is
difficult to miss the parallels between Skousen’s program and much of the
rhetoric of the New Left. But there are other instructive parallels. In Ger-
many, where they also once came to believe that they were oppressed by
conspiratorial bankers who also manipulated the Communists, the program
was called National Socialism. Under this program the rich would be elim-
inated and power given back to the people (or so they said), the schools
would be liberated so that the truth could be taught about the evil bankers,
international ties would be eliminated, churches would be used for national
propaganda and other purposes. Skousen also wants a political party to
come to power with the express goal of eliminating the wealth and power
of the rich (what better name for such a policy than socialism?) and this key
process is to be accomplished by national governmental action — an appro-
priate descriptive title for his program would be National Socialism.

There are a host of writers, mostly on the left, who have been arguing
that political power is in the hands of a wealthy power elite. There is, for
example, currently a split among political scientists and sociologists between
those who argue that some kind of power elite run things and those who
maintain that most everyone has some access to power through democratic
processes of decision making. I am surprised that Skousen has apparently
never heard about a power elite (or the influence of money in politics or
of a military-industrial complex) before he read Quigley. There is a very
large literature on these topics. Skousen could have found plenty to chew
on in, for example, Ferdinand Lundberg, The Rich and the Super-Rich:
A Study in the Power of Money Today (New York: Lyle Stuart, 1968).

Has Cleon Skousen simply invented the utterly false, paranoid view of
politics and history advanced in The Naked Capitalist? Carroll Quigley in-
forms me that for over two years the John Birch Society and other radicals
have been busy distorting the contents of his Tragedy and Hope in order
to support their own paranoid fantasy about a super-conspiracy behind the
multitude of evils in the world today. Skousen has bought without question
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the dogma of the Birchers and other radicals. He is now busy using his
rhetorical powers to charm and flatter Church members into accepting the
dogmas of his conspiracy cult. He has made an accommodation between the
gospel of Jesus Christ and, of all things, a vain and wholly absurd worldly
ideology. The immediate result of Skousen’s activity is a kind of radical
cult within the Church. He and his friends make every effort to teach their
radical political dogmas as if they were truths of the gospel of Jesus Christ.

Recently the Saints have been plagued by those who pass around out-
landish nonsense as authentic prophecies of John Taylor, and by others who
want to mobilize the Saints into Neighborhood Emergency Teams. The
Church has had to settle accounts with both groups. The effect of The
Naked Capitalist is likewise to direct the attention of the Saints away from
the gospel and to form a cult. The Naked Capitalist sets brother against
brother. It divides the Saints into angry, hostile camps, as is evidenced by
its impact on students at Brigham Young University, where it is now being
used by certain religion teachers as a compendium to the Scriptures. Such
a radical and false ideology, no matter how cleverly packaged and ration-
alized, does not teach us to love our neighbors or forgive others; it does not
open us to the sanctifying effects of the Spirit. There is nothing edifying
in its bleak message. Skousen’s grim tale of evil conspiracy is not the gospel.
Nor is the gospel consistent with the idea that the Saints should be preparing
for an aggressive, hostile onslaught against some Enemy Super-Conspiracy.
There is no reason for us to put our faith — not even a little of our faith —
in some worldly ideology or some radical political program of man.

The Lord has warned the Saints to avoid secret combinations (see Ether
8:19, 22-6); we are not told to start our own secret combination to counter
the evils we see or think we see in the world. We are not to follow the pat-
tern set by this world; our politics should be of an entirely different kind;
our Kingdom is not of this world. We are not commissioned to win this
world for the Lord by joining some seedy and unseemly political mass move-
ment like that offered by the New Left or the Radical Right. No conspir-
acy, not even a Skousen-type Super-Conspiracy, can possibly frustrate the
Kingdom of God; the Saints need not fear the corruption of this world if they
keep their eyes and hearts on the Master.

Brigham Young gave us some good advice as to how we as partakers in
the Lord’s priesthood should deal with political questions: “Let no Religious
test be required or the Holy influence and Power of the Priesthood be brought
to bear in any Political question. If the inherent merits of all such matters
will not furnish argument sufficient for all necessary purposes, then let them
go; for it is better that the whole Political fabric, corrupt as we know it
to be, should totter and go to destruction, than for our Saints to be offended.”
Brigham Young warned us not to permit the trivial matter of this world’s
politics to influence us in the least and added: ‘“and never, no never! no
never!! again drag Priesthood into Political gentile warfare.” (Letter, July
20, 1849.) In spite of such prophetic warning the conspiracy cult thrives.
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Quigley’s Response
Carroll Quigley

Thank you for the opportunity to read The Naked Capitalist and Midg-
ley’s review of it. I think his review is very perceptive, and there is very
little I can add to it.

Midgley is correct in his basic statement that Skousen has simply taken
extended passages from my book, in violation of copyright, and put them
together in terms of his own assumptions and preconceptions to make a
picture very different from my own. Skousen is apparently a political agi-
tator; I am an historian. My book merely tried to give an account of what
happened in the world in the early part of the 20th century. I did a good
deal of independent research on it, much of it in places which did not attract
Skousen’s attention at all (such as French economic history, and economic
history in general). The book was published five years ago. On the whole,
except perhaps for my section on Red China, it has stood the challenge
of later information fairly well. The chapter on “Germany From Kaiser
to Hitler” has just been re-published by Houghton Mifflin in a book entitled
Why Hitler?

Midgley has pointed out the chief distortions of my materials in Skousen’s
book. My picture of “Financial capitalism” said that it was prevalent in
the period 1880-1933. Skousen quotes these dates in several places (p. 14),
yet he insists that these organizations are still running everything. I said
clearly that they were very powerful, but also said that they could not con-
trol the situation completely and were unable to prevent things they dis-
liked, such as income and inheritance taxes. Moreover, I thought I had
made it clear that the control of bankers was replaced by that of self-financing
or government-financed corporations, many of them in the West and South-
west, in oil or in aero-space, and I saw a quite different alignment of Amer-
ican politics since 1950 (pp. 1245-1247). Skousen implies that financial cap-
italism was not only omnipotent but immoral, both of which I denied.

Most notably, Skousen asks in his foreword: “Why do some of the richest
people in the world support communism and socialism?” He says that I
give the answer. I never anywhere said that financial capitalism or any of
its subsidiaries sought to “support communism.” On the contrary, I said
two things which Skousen consistently ignores: (1) that bankers sought to
influence all shades of American political opinion across the board from
Right to Left (p. 945); and (2) that Wall Street support of Communist groups
was based on three grounds, one of which was to “have a final veto on their
publicity and possibly on their actions, if they ever went radical” (p. 938).
Morgan’s pipeline to the Liberals (the Straights) was no more liberal than
his pipeline to the Communists (the Lamonts) was communist. Skousen
simply assumes that anyone who tries to infiltrate the communists or con-
tributes funds to them must be a sympathizer, but, as he must know, the
FBI has been doing this for years, as the CIA has been doing it all across
the political spectrum on American campuses in recent years.

I must say that I was surprised at the picture of myself which I found
in Skousen. Midgley is correct in his statement that I never claimed to be
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an “insider” of the Eastern Establishment, as Skousen seems to believe I was; I
simply said that I knew some of these people, and generally liked them, al-
though I objected to some of their policies. It seems to me that Skousen is
unable to understand their point of view, simply because he upholds what
I would regard as “the Radical Right” view that “exclusive uniformity” is
the basis on which our society should be based. My own view is that our
whole Western tradition rests, despite frequent aberrations, on what I call
“inclusive diversity.” These are the last two words of my book, and they
are its chief message, which seems to me to be one of the chief aspects of
the Christian way of life: that diverse peoples with diverse beliefs must live
together and work together in a single community. It seems to me that the
Wall Street power group sincerely held this belief; that is why they made
Harvard and other institutions they influenced so “liberal.”” They felt
strongly that communists and the Soviet Union and other diverse peoples
were in this world together and had to live and let live in order to co-exist.
It seems to me that this is what Skousen cannot accept. His political posi-
tion seems to me to be perilously close to the “exclusive uniformity” which
I see in Nazism and in the Radical Right in this country. In fact, his posi-
tion has echoes of the original Nazi 25 point program.

Midgley says that Skousen was triggered into writing The Naked Cap-
italist by my critical remarks on the Radical Right. I agree with him. If
you will look at my book (pages 146-147), you will see that the Round Table
Group, under the influence of Lionel Curtis, held basically Christian beliefs.
These were sincere. But they bungled them greatly in application. Perhaps
it was intellectual arrogance to expect to “build the Kingdom of God here
upon this earth,” and they certainly failed disastrously. No one knows this
better than I do. But I still cannot condemn them, and I cannot see that
the American Radical Right has anything better to offer. I think the Round
Table effort failed because they tried to work through government, rather
than through each person’s individual effort in his private life.

Skousen’s Reply

W. Cleon Skousen

In The Naked Capitalist 1 simply quoted extensive passages from Quig-
ley which described the amazing extent to which a secret financial network
gained control over major nations throughout the world. Quigley was very
clear and precise in the way he presented his material, and I felt it was a
most important contribution. It is regrettable that he now feels compelled
to retreat to a more obscure position.

Quigley is unhappy with me for saying that he wrote his book as an
“insider.” Yet after affirming the existence of this vast, secret power structure
of the super-rich he writes: “I know of the operations of this network be-
cause I have studied it for twenty years, and was permitted for two years, in
the early 1960’s, to examine its papers and secret record. I have no aversion
to it or to most of its aims and have, for much of my life, been close to it
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and many of its instruments.” Is there any other historian who has been
given access to the secret records of the international bankers’ establishment?
I know of none. Nor do I know of any historian who has been close enough
to the “instruments” of the Establishment to reveal so many facts concern-
ing its inside operations.

One of the most astonishing points raised in Quigley’s critique was his
statement that, “I never anywhere said that financial capitalism sought to
support communism.” Actually, this is something he stressed very strongly
in his book. “Our concern at the moment is with the links between Wall
Street and the Left, especially the Communists. . . .”; he goes on to describe
how J. P. Morgan’s partner, Thomas Lamont, and his family became the
“sponsors and financial angels to almost a score of the extreme Left organi-
zations, including the Communist Party itself.” He cites other instances,
one of which is the Institute of Pacific Relations (pp. 946ff.). He says, “The
influence of the Communists in IPR is well established, but the patronag<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>